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PN td bie 
The Great Hall of Counr Tivapar. 


ACT II. 
The Carpathians. -A Plateau in the Mountains. 


ACT III. 
The Carpathians. The Eye of the Sea. 
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FOR SWORD OR SONG. 





ACT I. 


The Prelude commences i the orchestra, suddenly breaking into, the song 
of the Srreirs as they are seen dimly on the stage, bending over 
Vuapimir’s cradle, in which the baby lies peacefully sleeping. Rare 
perfumes and vapours rise around him as the Spririrs shed the light 
of thewr gifts about him. 


PRINCIPAL THEMES IN THE PRELUDE. 


OPENING. TivapDAr’s THEME, representing the Hungarian nobility and its laws. 


Maestoso. 
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Gipsy THEME. (MISKA’S.) 
Allegro non troppo. 
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TZYGANE THEME. 





CHORUS OF WOMEN. 


Andante. 
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5 ; -@-* 
Wilatis vt sas) nie A 


(They call ‘‘ VLADIMIR, VLADIMIR !”’) 


SONG. 
Allegro non troppo. 


Se == . 











Gifts of won-der and grace And 


Gifts of wonder and grace 

And all delight music is rich in possessing 
Round thy cradle we place 

For a birthright and blessing !— 
Light for life in the soul, 

Strength subdued in control, 
Love that rendereth whole 

All the sorrow of man in his madness, 
Full heart tender and pure, 

Purpose gentle and sure, 
Hope, for the leading a world into gladness! 


(At the fading of the vision the Srrrit or Mustc comes forward 
and speaks the prologue.) 


Sure—no man here, nor woman neither, grieves 
When music sounds! Then this my charter be— 
Whereby I come, the Spirit of Music, crowned 
With confident authority to use 
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The old, old fashion of a prologue spoke ! 

For though that’s not the best that’s merely old, 
Yet often-times the old things are the best. 

So, to our Play! 


The scene is Hungary: 
The intention —to exhibit, if we may, 
How all that wars in nature, whether in air, 
Earth, water, fire, or in the human heart,— 
That strange concordant discord lodged in man,— 
Subserves the eternal harmonies. 


Know, then, 
That in that ancient state of Hungary 
’Twas sin, and more than sin, for any noble— 
Nay, any Magyar-born—to scrape the gut, 
Or pluck the harp, or finger at the lute ; 
For all their theme was fight, and spacious hours, 
And all things out of doors; and he who leaned 
To softer matters, sweet sounds within walls, 
And gentle fits of music, was accurst— 
Nithing, no thing, no man, no Magyar— 
Spurned of his kind, degenerate, packed from home, 
Shame of his fighting father, who would fainer 
Have seen such offspring dead than heard him draw 
One soft tune forth from toys; ay! sooner thrust him 
To herd with swine in the field, than watched him use 
That hand which, as he thought, God made for swords, 
To fret a harp-string with !—this was their way, 
And thus their wild times went; and we present 
One such that won for all his father’s hate, 
One noble singer revelling in his song 
And still subduing ! 

The Picture you have seen 

Proclaims his Birth; the Play his Life and Triumph ; 
The rest is You! if any matters please, 
Your kindly greeting more than recompenses— 
And for our faults—we pray you to forgive, 
Remembering our intent! (She goes in.) 


(Zhe music continues after the Sprrir has retired, and finally 
blends itself into the laughter and sounds of instruments heard 
on the stage, bringing up the curtain on an animated scene of 
Gypsies gathered together in the Great Hall of Count 
Trvapar’s Castle.) 
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(There is a magnificent flight of steps leading up from the Hall 
to a heavily carved oak gallery at the back, leading off to left 


and right. Behind the gallery, up one solid oak step, a pair 


of heavy oak doors lead into a splendid banqueting chamber. 
This is lighted, and filled with guests and servants. On the 
stage are sideboards with goblets, wine flagons, fruit on golden 
dishes, and gorgeous flowers. Also couches and stools. All is 
in the magnificent manner of old Hungary. Curtained 
entrances lead to corridors above and below on the left, and 
on the right and under the gallery at back windows 
afford a beautiful view of the Carpathians. Armour and 
trophies of the chase clothe the walls. As the curtain rises 
the gypsies laugh loudly and make sounds on their various 
instruments, while some of them who headed by Mirtam are 
gathered round Misxa, a handsome, fierce-looking Tzigane, 
seize him and hustle him up the steps, applauding. Muska 
turns and addresses them defiantly. ) 


Misxa (excited). Yousay—yousay—you? Ptcha! ’Tis who say— 
(some interruption) and by our curse and our call hear me you shali!— 
(Ay, ay!) J, Miska, say, better we had never entered these doors— 
(interruption) than fare as geese to the fox’s earth, cackling our road 
to ask what he has for dinner! (Some approval. ) But having so 
waddled in—(A voice: We had best abide, I say! and interruption\— 
Listen, I say— having so betrayed our feathering ’twere well we took 
flight ere ever the rascal get us by the neck! 


(This produces a mixed effect on the gypsies, many, especially 
Miriam regarding Misxa with open approval. The more 
sober, however, are rallied round two splendid elders, PEDRO 
and JOHN, who stand down the stage on the left, and near 
them, Zana, a beautiful girl with a lute, dark, and sunburnt, 
but not of the Tzigane type of feature; all these regard the 
speaker with a marked contempt. LHe continues with a certain 
dignity.) 
What seek the children of Egypt in a palace? We of the open know 
not what lurks. behind tapestries. The ways of nobles are not our 
ways; the heart of the noble is never the heart of the Tzigane; the 
treachery of the noble a treachery apart! What do the dark brothers 


in the halls of their ancient enemy ? 
(There is a pause. Then old Pepro turns.) 


Prpro. But what we want to know is— ‘‘ Who stole the Rooster ?” 
(Loud laughter. Muisxa bites his lips and fingers his knife.) 
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GEORGE (a ponderous, fat, good-humoured young gypsy). To trouble 
the stomachs of his Dark Brothers! 


MicHAEt (another young gypsy, slight and actwe). Say, Miska, how 
old was the bird ? 
Misxa (sulkily). How was J to know how old the bird was? 
Prpro. You might have opened his mouth and looked at his teeth! 
(All laugh). 
Gzorce. But where did the fool find it? 
Misxa (fiercely). Fool? Where you had never dared venture! 


Micuart, Well said, Miska! (Turning to Iypsies, and boastfully.) 
*T'was from the roost of ‘old Count Andros himself! 


GzoreE. Count Andros? (shuddering). 

Miriam. Oh—Miska! (in reproach). 

GEORGE (continuing). None but a fool would trespass there, indeed! 

Misxa. None but a fool, indeed—or Miska! 

Severat. Well said, Miska! Good lad—good saying! 

(Mirtam looks proudly round). 

Gzorcs (excited). Have you forgot? My brother Zack trespassed 
there and the Count caught him. (4 silence—grimly.) Ha; you 
remember now—how we found Zack ! 

(Some shudder, some feel their knives.) 

Pzpro. Ay! Count Andros is our hardest enemy. 

MIcHAEL. pad his bird was the hardest bird that ever Miska even 
stole. (All laugh again.) 

Misxka. Nay, I have no stomach for jests. 

Gzorce. Thou didst stomach a rare jest in the Count’s old 
Chanticleer. (Crows like a cock.) 

Micnary. Thirty years old if a day. 

Misxa (fiercely). Enough—d’ye hear ?—enough ! 


Gzorce: Too much—the bird was only twenty-nine! Why, he 
was born the same day as I. (All laugh.) 


Misxa (drawing knife). And he died this morning. 
PrEpro (iterfering). Peace, pepper-head! Cannot you take a 


gibe ? 
Misxa. Ay, in mine own time! (Vehemently) Death to all Counts, 


say I. 
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Pepro. Then keep your knife ous of gypsies! 
Misxa. Ay! but an I meet Count Andros 
Pepro. Well, boy? 


Misxa. Counts and barn-door fowls all die—kck! (imitating action 
with knife)—don’t they ? 


Grorcr. And all come to the fire—ay! 
Joun. Why would ye send the Count to his cooking so soon ? 
Misxa. He is our hardest hater—curse him! 


Joun. So ?—but Pedro tells me some of your fellows stole his only 
daughter, years agone. Good reason for hardness ! 


Misxa (turning fiercely). What—you too? 
Joun. I too am a father. 


Misxa. A milk-hearted Czech! I know not what brought you to 
Hungary. Ptcha! (roughly). Girl! 





, 


(Miriam starts forward). 

Mrriam. Ay, Miska? 
Misxa (roughly). I called Zara—not you! 

(Mirra turns sadly away). 
ZARA (without turning). Ay? 
Misxka. Who bade you come hither ? 
Zara. Pedro bade me. 
Misxa. Then I 


Prpro. Then you will stop braying, good Meila! Count Tivadar 
has gone a journey. 


Misxa. Count Tivadar is hard as Count Andros. 
Prpro. He hath gone a journey. 
Misxa. Some day I send him on another, and a longer. Well? 


Prpro. ‘Tivadar’s gentle son rules here the while. We know 
Count Vladimir. He knows us. He bids us to his feast to entertain 
his guests. Think you the girl is in danger where Vladimir rules? 


Miska. He is the son of his father. 





Pepro. Sy nature—not im nature. 
Misxa. I command Zara as I please. 
Zara. Oh? 
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Misxa (going to her). I get what I want in this world, Zara! 
(Zurning.) She shall not dance, sing, flaunt before this crew of 
nobles. 

Prepro. Orew of nobles!—you talk nothing; your ears should be 
long. Know you not whom Vladimir entertains to-day ? 

Misxa. I know not—nor care not. She shall not sing. 

Prpro. But you shall hear. To-day is the young Count’s day. 
As we do know he is young and pure, and all men love him. 

Misxa. HeisaCount. I hate him. 

Pepro. But you are not a man! 

(Misxa draws his knife and turns on him angrily.) 

Nay, never knife for me! I can lay out any man, and for boys— 
ptcha ! 

(He wrests Misxa’s knife from him, flings it away and sends him 
staggering after it. Some of the gypsies make towards 
Misxa angrily, but PEpRo checks them). 


Let him be! ’tis but a scare-brain; but my blood was let into him 
at birth and J was hot when young. I say, for the young Count—all 
men love him. 


Misxa (sulkily recovering his knife). And I say I hate him. 
Mretam. Even as I will hate him for your sake, Miska! 
(He seems not to hear.) 
ZARA (dreaming aloud). AndI... . love him. 
Misxka. You ?—You have never seen him! 
Zara (half to herself). And J—love him. 
Miska (coming to her). You love him. 
Zara (as before). Heis young—and pure. 
Misxa. Bah! (Zurns from her.) 
(Miriam goes to him.) 


Prpro. To-day the young Count gives a feast—whom to? The 
poor—the maimed—the suffering—the waste of a world! He fetches 
in his nobles from the hedges—from the cot of the shepherd, from 
the cobbler’s hutch, and from the open wayside greens !—no woman 
so pinched,—no man so hungry,—no child so ragged,—but Vladimir 
hath room at his table for all !—I love him. 


At (but Misxa and Zana, the latter gazing out into space). Ay—ay! 
Miska. And J hate him! 
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Pepro (with sudden energy). Is it shame to us to entertain such 
guests P—Girl—you shal/ dance, you shall sing to this crew of nobles! 
Come—give us a taste! the feast is long; and Miska is dull,— 
damnably dull! 

(All laugh and begin to move and tune their instruments.) 

A song, girl—a song! 

Att. Ay—and a dance! 


(They get ready to play; ZARa seizes a tamborine, does a few steps, 
and vs just about to begin her dance, when the steward Nacuy, 
a pompous, extravagant fellow, stalks contemptuously on from 
the lower left hand door. He comes strutting over to the centre 
of the hall, allthe Gypsies mocking him. He pauses, turns, 
and beckons Misxa to him. 


Nacuy (to Misxa). Who is your leader, my man ? 


Misxa (sulkily pointing to PepRo). They call him leader. (Turns 
away). 


Naocny (regarding Pepro). They call jim leader! a pretty way—a 
common way—the world’s way! I—I am but a steward; and they call 
the Count master!—a common thing enough! (beckoning PEDRO, 
loftily). Wither my man ! 

(Pepro, after mockingly pretending fear to the others, comes 
crawling along the floor on his knees ; all laughing). 
Ye are ribald ! 

Pepro (deprecating). My Lord! (Pulls a face at the rest). 

Nacny (reflecting). My Lord!—is this ominous ? (sees all laughing). 
Bah !—have a care! that which Count Vladimir counts in you for 
righteousness, Count Tivadar rewards with the rope. And J serve 
Tivadar. 

Pepro. God save us! (All laugh.) 


Jonn. And what does this counting Count count in us for 
righteousness ? 


Nacuy. Your music, fellow—your damnable heresy of music! an 
ill thing ill-used! Tcha! 


Joun. Nought is ill-used that lightens life. 


Nacuy. Lightens? Ay it makes life ligit—and men light—and 
women; ’tis begetter of a// lightness—all idleness, lust, cowardice, 
weakness ! 

Prpro. And yet—your young Count loves it. 

Nacuy. Loves it ? 
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Prepro. Ay—and follows it. Had you but heard him play, as I 
have (Nacuy endeavours to check him), and sing, ay, till the very birds 
were silent to hear—— 


Nacuy (7 horror). Peace—peace—you foolish fellow. Would you 
slander a Noble thus? Is it not enough that he should gather every 
vagabond and patch-breeks under his father’s roof, but you must 
make more mock of him than he deserves?—a Noble—to play—and 
sing? Peace, I say! and thank the good God that lets such lies pass 
over! Sing, forsooth ! 


Misxa. Yet will we make him sing, fellow! 


_  Nacuy (disturbed). Make a Noble play the musician (laughing 

forcedly). You babble, my friend—babble, as babes do—and for 
these pestilent instruments (seizing a guitar roughly from MisKa’s 
hand 


Misxa (fierce and low). Haveacare! (He takes it from him.) 


Nacuy. Care?—care me no care for a gypsy? Fiddlers and 
hangmen all—and all ye are fit for—fiddlers and hangmen, had I my 
way 

Prepro. B—r—r—r—r ! 

(All drown Nacuy’s speech with discordant notes, barn-door eries, 
and groans.) 


Nacuy (furious). You Tzigane—you are all the same—devil’s due 
—everyone! your dead gypsy is your one good gypsy ! 
(ZARA dances up and rattles her tambourine wn his face.) 
and for your women 


Misxa. Hold! 
Nacuy. For your women, I say 
Misxa. And I say, hold—master steward! (playing with knife). 


Nacuy (looking curiously at ZARA). A moment, friend! (drawing 
Misxa down). Tell me—is yon girl all gypsy ? 


Misxa (fiercely). Ay—all gypsy—good gypsy—portioned to a 
gypsy—to bear good gypsies! Mark you that! 


(He turns away; Nacuy goes up, still regarding ZARA. PEDRO 
beckons JOHN aside.) 


Pepro. For all this fellow’s affection, like many a fool he hath 
a shrewd wit. Help me keep the girl from him! 


Joun. Why? what harm in her being looked on? 
Pepro. You are strange to our tribe. You know not who she is. 
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Joun. I only see she is not of us. 


Pepro. You say truly. She is not of us. She is old Count 
Andros’s daughter. 


Joun. Count Andros’s daughter! You took her? 

Pepro (gravely). He had taken so many. 

Joun. Daughters of your tribe ? 

Pepro. Daughters of our tribe. (A pause.) 
Joun. It was just. 


(Enter Count Anvros furiously. He checks, and looks round.) 


Anpros. How now, Nachy (Nacuy turns.) 
Tell your proud master / am here—I—<Andros / 


Att. Andros! (They listen and watch.) 
Nacuy. So please your lordship 


Anpros. Please—I am ot pleased. This goes too far. He hath 
shortened my boundary. He hath set a stone beyond the stream that 
parted our meadows. Send him to me! 


Naony. Nay, good, my lord— 


Anpros. But Pll not take Nay. I am here for right. He was 
ever mine enemy; and this is the last. Bid him come hither! 


Nacuy. If it please you, he is not here; he hath gone a journey. 


Anpros. Pest take him—I might a’ guessed, with such a rabble 
to greet me !—ay, I know your looks! but let me find any on my land! 
you know—you know! It is far days, now, since my little girl went 
—and came never to nursery again; butI have not forgotten. I ever 
had my thoughts of ye—that let me tell you! (He turns to PzpRo.) 
You, old tangle beard, hiding your mouth there—what have you done 
with her? (PEpRo gazes at him with dignity, he shows bafied.) Ah!— 
none shall see your mouth—hey? ButI doubt ...I1doubt. And 
you, Sir Steward—tell your master that by our ancient feud, Pll have 
the boundary back! we ever hated one another, and this caps all. 
(Going up). Tell him that which Andros’ tongue saith Andros’ sword 
defends. (All jeer.) 
You witches’ spawn—I owe you a heavy debt—you—or your brothers 
of the ditch. One of you lifted my little girl—one of you came a 
thieving in my hen roost, and stole my only chick—one of you owes me 
that much, and I owe him! this is my debt of debts, and see how I 
pay it,—d’ye hear? See howI pay it—and ¢hen jeer your fill! 

(He goes out.) 
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(Naouy goes up the steps and off at the back ; all geering.) 
Pepro (beckoning Zara). Of what are you dreaming, girl ? 
Zara (simply). Of the young Count ! 
Joun (fo Pepro). She isnot of us. She never lies. 
Pepro (¢o Zara). And what of him? 


ZARA. Heard you not the steward ?—he counts our music for 
righteousness. ‘hore are strange tales of the young Count. 


Joun. Tell me; for I am strange. 


ZARA. I have heard say the fairies danced about his birth, and 
filled his little cradle with sound, and brought him gifts—gift of 
beauty, gift of grace, gift of love, and gift of purity—and greatest of 
all, strangest of all, gift of music and sweet song. 


Pepro. Strange gift for a Hungarian ? 

Joun. But I am of Bohemia—wherefore strange? 

Prpro (bitterly). To the outcast gypsy alone is music in Hungary. 
Joun. Do the nobles not sing ? 


Prpro. They are wild, these Magyars; the blood of their fathers 
was fire, the soul of their fathers was war—the hand of their fathers 
played only on the sword. Did Count Tivadar know his son’s work, 
he would trouble him—trouble him. 


JoHN. What, then, is his son’s work ? 


Pepro. Love—song—help? He comes disguised among the poor ? 
he takes our instruments, and plucks love out of them ag from a 
human heart; he is to be seen in the cot of the dying, and by the fire 
of the Tzigane, loving, tendering, comforting. 


Zara. And I have never seen him ! 

Pzpro. None know ’tis he save such as will not tell. 
ZaRA. I would never tell (she stands dreaming). 

Joon. And—his father ? Of what kind is his father ? 


PxEpRo (vehemently). When hell made devils she moulded them like 
Count Tivadar. 


Zana (turning). Hear you! the feast is over! they sing the grace. 


(A long grace ts heard sung off at the back; then movement and 
talking, and the large doors are flung open by SERVANTS 
gorgeously dressed.) 
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Pepro. Come—a march—a march—to play the guests to their ease 


( The Gyrsts seize their instruments, and play a wild march ; 


Tempo dt marcia. 
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the GUESTS ENTER, and descend the great steps into the hall; 
poor peasants, homely women with ill-clad children, all ragged 
and all happy—they range themselves about the hall m 
groups, directed by the Servants, who bring wine, cakes, and 
various fruits in massive golden dishes and goblets. Last of 
all comes Count VuAvimir, a handsome youth with the face 
of an angel, illuminated with love. He stands at the top of 
the steps. He is magnificently dressed in the elaborate 
Hungarian style. Two Survants bring in a heavy golden 
chaw from the room behind and set v¢ for a throne for him. 
All rise, and raising their goblets cry ‘Hail, Count 
Vuiapimir, hail” ! The Gyestes play, and all ery applause. 


He raises his hand; there ts silence.) 


Vuiap. Friends—I may name you friends ? 


ALL. Ay! ay! 


MisKa (apart), Hell take him ! 


Zara ! 


ZARA (gazing at VLAD.) Peace—peace! 


—_ =~ + 
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VuaD. By me this privilege 
And sanction of sweet amity will long 
Be honourably remembered—for your coming 
To spread such sunlight-friendship through this home, 
Thanks—thanks—all thanks ! 


A Cos- I like thee, lad—thow’rt grateful! 


BLER 
Vuav. _ I trust so, ever! 


AN OLD Lad—thou’rt lad to us 

Woman lat might a’ dandled thee—thou art so like 
My Matthias, as was drowned, I fain would kiss ye 
For calling us thy friend. 


VLAD. Permit this, mother. (Asses her.) 
Woman My son kissed so. 


VLAD. And you, my Tzigane friends— 
I count you kind for coming to this house 
In face of old unkindness—kind, indeed— 
Most kind! 


PeEpRo (coming forward ). 
Young Count, we are kind to kindness given ; 
And render love for love; rough and despised, 
We are hot to such as hate us; but to all 
‘That pour the easy wine of sympathy, 
And bid us drink, we are as softest women 
Who give their all to Love. You love us, Count— 
And Love did ever call his like to being 
When men set him a-gardening. 


VLAD. Come then, friends, 
And let us like young children hang our necks 
With chains—dear chains of music! 


Misxa (curtly). What hast thou 
To do with music ? 


PEpRo. Curso the lad! 
Misxa (loudly). 7 I say ——~ 
Pepro. And J say, peace! 


JouN. Your manners here are simple! 


PEDRO. 


VLAD. 
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He is a cub the mother bear forgot to lick to shape. 
(Zhe Gyestus restrain Misk.) 


Pray pardon, Count, 
Our hothead here, who learns not manners lightly, 
But blurts uncomfortable truths abroad 
In reckless fashion against foe and friend— 
A gypsy all untamed ! 


Yet—has he reason, 
So far as custom warrants him. But I— 
I reverence not dead custom. ‘True it is 
Our Magyar ancestry had little care 
For aught but sounds of battle, swords that smashed, 
And helms and shields deep-dented ; but to me 
Such jars in life are pitiable ; I am weak, 
If to kill men be strength; I kneel at windows, 
And gaze for peace. You ask me, what have [ 
To do with music ?—Music is the flood 
Of those mysterious essences which creep 
Through all the atoms of eternal being, 
And bind the tiny parts of infinite things, 
And make us-of the stars, and of the sun, 
And of the great blue vastness one sweet round 
Of soluble sound, to blend, and change, and alter, 
And not to die !—whatever sins there be— 
Whatever hates—whatever hideousness— 
If man once hear the eternal harmonies, 
The strong spheres sounding, and the wind’s clean song, 
The calls of flowers along the murmuring meads, 
The river’s gentle anthem as he treads 
His bouldery ways, the madrigals and catches 
Of countless birds, innumerable wings, 
And all the stirring creatures of the air— 
If once he listen to the clapping leaves, 
And know the lovely carols of the snow, 
He will not harbour war! Come now, a song! 
A Tzigane song! 


GEORGE. Say, Miska, shove aside 


Your wonted stubbornness ; you are the best 
Of all the tribe at camp-fire! Come, boy, come; 
Chant us your bravest ! 
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MisKa. Curse me if I sing? 
Let him that loves it sing ! 


ZARA. Come—lI will dance 
If thou but nee my ballad ! 


MisKa. Let jim sing— 
The man that tongues so gliby of our trick, 
Let him perform it! 


PEDRO. Who—the Count ? 


Miska (with intense scorn). Ay—the Count! 
He prates so of our trade—let him pursue it ? 
So be he knows the tools! 


Pepro (apart to MisKaA). This is fool’s folly ! 
What peace, think you, were left him if but once— 
One little once—he gave his people here 
The songs he sings alone among the hills ? 
Would he dare do so? Ptcha! 


GEORGE. Come, lad—a song ! 
The guests are all-expectant. 


VLAD. (with much dignity and charm). Good young sir, 
I crave this favour of you; will you sing 
To please my guests? 


PEDRO. He asks, and not commands. 
Lad—be not churlish ! 


MisxKa (changing). That Pll never be— 
But I am not in tune, come, George shall sing, 
And sing in such a sort that he perforce 
Must follow suit. 


PEDRO. He’ll not do’t. 


MisxKa. Wait—and see! 
For that which music makes of us, she makes 
Of all that serve her ; all the dreams she gives 
She gives to all—to Count as well as gypsy ; 
Come George—a song! (Zurns to ZARA). 


Pepro (to other Gypstzs). And you a gypsy tune ! 


(The Gypstus play, GEORGE sings, ZARA dances, MisKa tntent on 
VLADIMIR. ) 
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GYPSY SONG. 
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Tell me, little one, 
With the dark eyes soft and full of hidden fear, 
Tell me who of all the world should guard you! 
What arm would you trust 
To hold you safe from harm 
In the wild wild waste through which you wander ? 
Trust the gypsy heart— 
Trust the gypsy hand— 
Hawk for hawk is mate and hound for hound, 
And gypsy lad for lass will die the world around— 
' So keep you by the gypsy’s fire, 
He will never tire. 


a 
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Who is like the gypsy? 
Who is like the Tzigane ? 


Ha-ha! Who’s the lad that wins in the fight ? 
Why, the gypsy! 


- See, see! Who’s the lad with the blade so bright ? 


"Tis the gypsy ! 
Quick to dodge and guard 
And striking sure and hard, 
The gypsy follows with his eye! 
And should luck be all against him, 
No one knows the way so well as Tzigane lads to die. 


Tell me, little one, 
With the full heart all astir with hidden joy, 
Tell me who of all the world should love you! 
Whom now would you trust 
To pluck the timid truth 
From the loud, loud lies which still surround you ? 
Trust the gypsy brain— 
Trust the gypsy tongue— 
Heart to heart will beat, and life to life, 
And gypsy love shall bear the burden of the strife, 
So turn you to the gypsy chor 
Trust him evermore! 
Who is like the gypsy? 
‘Who is like the Tzigane? 
Ha! ha! who’s the lad that wins in the game! 
Why the gypsy! 
See, see! who’s the lad with the heart of flame ? 
’Tis the gypsy ! 
Fierce and firm and bold, 
And hot to have and hold, 
The gypsy will not be denied ! 
Come whatever come against him, 
Still the Tzigane lad is by the Tzigane lassie’s side. 


(MisxKa, who is playing a guitar, gradually works up the steps to 
VLADIMIR, who rises as uf held in a dream; at the conclusion 
of the song he defiantly thrusts his guitar into the Oounv’s 
hands, who snatches wt from him, and, as of inspired, bursts 


into song.) 
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VLADIMIR’S SONG. 
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Love is thesoul of life, And 








Love is the soul of life, 
And music the soul of love, 
And the sure, sweet soul of us all, 
And they, the weary of war and strife, 
Stand awhile as the numbers move, 
In chant and in madrigal. 


Sweet, you are all my thought, 
And soul of my vital dreams, 
For a man shall dream as he may! 
And I, who wondered and worked and fought 
Stand and gaze at your whelming gleams, 
And know I have met the day. 


(Zara and all stand entranced; he works down the steps, still 
singing, and ends the song passionately singing into ZARA’s 
Jace, she standing as before a vision. As he ends, the gallery 
above is filled with lweried Reratners, and on looking up all 
see Count TrvapAar with Nacuy at the top of the steps livid 
and raging.) 


Trv. Whip me this rabble out! 


(The Ruratners rush down the steps and drive out GyYPsrEs and 
Gussts, flogging them recklessly off to the left. Misa turns 
with drawn knife, but Prepro checks him and hurries him 
along. VuApDImir stands pale and rigid by the steps. Zara, 
as she flies, hurriedly stoops and kisses his hands ; one of the 
men makes for her with his whip when VLADIMIR springs on 
him and flings him to the floor. ZARA escapes. WLADIMIR 
resumes his defiant attitude and waits. 'TIvVADAR descends.) 


Sal 
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You whelp—you thing! 
Dis-natured and ungraced ! you shame 9’ the home ! 
Now, as God’s listening, and you have voice, 
Make—an’ you may—what plea remains to you 
That shall prevent me with my whip and tongue 
From sending you a-packing forth from door 
To harbour with your fellows of the ditch, 
Dis-named, dis-blooded, cut from all succession, 
Dis-owned, and dis-allowed ? (LHe pauses.) 


Vian. (looking out into space). Oh, Spirit of Song, 


Trv. 


Why should my friends so suffer for this fault 
Of serving you? 


Speak—speak—you sulking cur! 
Or I will flog it from you! Speak, I say, 
Stretch not my patience out ! 
(He lightly lashes him with his thong.) 


Vian. (turning rapidly). Yes, I will speak ! 


For I have been too silent all my time, 

And now repent me; Father—from your life, 
You rooted out the flowers and left the weeds; 
You gave old passion spur, but ever checked 
The imperial graces ; all your life to me 
Since first I can remember was a harshness, 
A winter day—and so to other men; 

But I—I loved not strife and hate and haste, 
And this in me was sin; I heard the songs 
That fill our small existence, this was folly ; 
I loved the very poorest of my kind, 

And this was treachery; oh, believe me, Sir, 
Could I but make you hear those songs, and know 
The very selfishness of generous love, 

And teach you—even you—my father—you 
Who never yet taught me—to slide in peace 
Toward the setting of a gentle sun, 

I then had earned my living. Hear me, Sir, 
Recall my guests, join with me in my task 
To lighten clouded faces—and to make 

Small gardens of old wildernesses ; 


Trv. (who has come down). Pscha ! 


You whining fool! what filthy instrument 
D’you cherish all so lovingly ? 
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VAD. This lute ? 


Trv. (snatching tt roughly from him). 

Lute! lute! ye gods!!! a lute where flared a sword,— 

The tinkle of a gut to fill old ears 

That trumpets could not satisfy ! (Flings vt away.) 
Hence—out— 

Quick! Get you to your room, or I may do 

What might be trouble to me in mine age, 

Remembering at my death. 


Vian. (defiantly). I will not go. 
Trv. Will not 2 
VAD. I will not. Call my guests again— 


Our house is known for hospitality, 

And ill me-seems that such an honest thing 

Should be so blown on !—Ay—look well and wonder ! 
But I have more of you in me than you 

Had ever wit tosee. Deaf—deaf and blind— 

You stumble through the world !—Call back my guests !— 
Or I go out to them. 


Trv. Then by our house, 
And all it means, go out to them you shall, 
And come here never more! 


VLAD. You will not call them ? 


Tv. Nor yet call you when you have gone to them— 
You rotten fruit on an old noble tree! 
Dll curse you, but not call you. 


VLAD. Think but once— 


Ere yet you do this thing! 

Trv. By all our pride, 
Tll not be talked to! 

Vian. Father! 

Trv. ; Do my bidding, 


Or get you gone—abjure these tinkling girds, 
Or kennel with the girders! 

VAD. Not for you— 
Nor yet for any will I sell my soul, 
And do this treachery to my songs! 


Trv. 


VAD. 


Trv. 
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Your soul 
Like mine shall serve our house—or on that soul 
I lay our house’s curse. 
No—no! Your soul 
Is not sufficient for so heavy a charge! 


I fear not there. Now—will you do my bidding, 
Or take the Ban ? 


Vian. ( proud). I will not sell my soul. 


Trv. 


Then—— 
(He stands with great dignity on the steps.) 


Maestoso. 





By the warrior hordes that stood 
Dubious of the Don’s dark flood, 

By the anger of their lord 

Attila, and by his sword, 

When with vast and conquering hand 
He burst resistless on the land— 

By the strifes and furious fears 

Of those long laborious years, 

Till our fiercer ancestry 

Wrung the deed of liberty 

From threatened throne for weaklier heirs 
And the Golden Bull was theirs— 

By that ancient, stern renown— 

By the Magyar’s Iron Crown— 

By the Saints that clip and cling 

To that old grim and glamoured ring— 
By the faith of Stanislaus— 

By the proud boast of our House— 

All the blood that we have shed— 

All the tombs of all our dead— 

All we gained, and all we gave 

To grandeur and the honoured grave— 
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By our sacrifice and sin— 

By our hot and human kin— 

You the last and least of them, 
Late and lacking, I condemn! 

You, the traitor of our kind, 

Frail in frame and false in mind, 
Gone from pride and lost to shame, 
Merest mockery of our name— 
You, the latest and the worst, 
Hence—to crawl the world, accurst! 


(The Curran falls on Vuapimir, who has recovered his lute, 
defiantly going out.) 


Enp oF Act I. 
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A lovely plateau in the very heights of the Carpathians. A large tree 
stands down on the right of the scene. Behind the tree a pathway leads 
off and down to the right ; another runs up a small peak further up to 
the right, winds round it and over on to further heights. Behind this 
small peak up in the right corner of the scene, a small pass leads off and 
down. At the back rs a view of distant peaks, broken by nearer trees. 
Up towards tie left centre 1s a small rocky eminence, with a little 
plateau raised some six or seven feet from the stage level, to which a 
little path leads up from the centre, and continues, a tiny track, on into 
Jurther heights broken by similar tracks. rom the rocky face of this 
eminence falls a dripping well, the water of which streams off and down 
to the left. The sun is setting behind the peaks to the left and later on, 
during the action, the evening draws in, and the first stars appear. 

Wonderous and mysterious Music is heard as the CurnTAIN rises, and the 
Sprrits of the Woops, Firowers, sc., gentle and beautiful beings, 
large as mortals and of both sexes, come gradually out from the 
surrounding objects, and as the Music increases in beauty and strength, 
twine a stately dance. The Spirit Orchestra appears on the small 
raised plateau on the left centre. The dance ends in their grouping 
themselves to the right and right centre; and turning to the sunset, 
they sing the hymn to the Setting Sun. 


PRELUDE, IST THEME. 
— 
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2ND THEME. 
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SPIRIT HYMN. 


Fall, fall, Sun! the owl is on the wing, 

Mountain bells are closing—twilight gathering— 
Call, call Stars! across the Eastern sky, 

Night j is climbing up the round—weary day must die! 
Day come—Dark come—and so eternally. 


Sleep, sleep Flowers ; the bee has hummed to ine 
Birds are in the branches—there’s quiet in the keep! 
Dream, dream Man! the world is now a-dream, 

But all shall wake with Morning’s resurrection gleam ! 
Night come—Light come—so runs the Eternal Stream! 


SPIRIT Hymn. 
Andante non troppo. 


Fall! fall! Sun! fall! fall! Sun! the owl is onthe 








SOPRANOS & 
CONTRALTOS,. 





TENORS & 
BASSES. 





(During the last strains of the hymn, Maraam, a Spirit of the 
Earth, and “uri, a Spirit of the Marsh, stride insolently cl 
on from by the stream at the left.) 


Lutin. Peace, you tame spirits! 


EstERELLE (@ beautiful male wood-fay, clad in white armour, with an 
anemone helmet.) What endures of peace, | 
Whilst you have scope to fever the sweet veins ct 
Of gentle Nature ? 
(Zurning imperiously to the Sprrrr orchestra.) 


Play ! 


Allegro graztoso. lar 
| —_—__—. PP west 
gn —o- 





29 
Loutin (as the harmony bursts). I hate that music! 


Maream (writhing). ’Tis like good lives. 
(The Music swells.) 


Lutin (shrieking). Peace—peace, you fiddling Fays. 
Or pestilence choke ye! 


Mateam (harshly). Or I summon straight 
The strong shrewd elves that delve in secret ores 
To shred your instruments ! 
(The Music grows loud. He holds his ears.) 
(suddenly. ) . Not that—not that! 
What ho—below there! 


Lurin. Ho—ye—ho! 
Ester (wtercepting him). Peace—peace! 


(Zo both) 


You gross mis-bodied things ! Turn your ill strengths 
To labours more abundant ! trouble men— 

Sow discord among Mortals—there’s your task ; 
Humanity will pay you. 


Lutin. Tis too easy. 
All men are ours. 
Ester. Not all. 
Luin. I say—all, all! 


Ester. I swear—not all! For though I know him not, 
Even in these adjunct regions there is one 
Whom you not touch ; Count Vladimir maintains 
The exalted human. 


Lutin (still mocking). Ha! Count Vladimir 
Must yet be ours. 


Ester. Not yours—and never yet! 
Take heed the mighty spirit of music hear not, 
Whom you and we both serve ; you bound by fear ; 
We, linked in love ! 


Luin (cnsolently). Why!—think you that we fear! 


Ester. I know so. 


Lutin. 
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Psha ! 


(Seizing a flower from one of the Fays and trampling on 1.) 


Ester (whirling him violently but easily round). 


Lurin. 


Ester. 


Then I'll not wait for her 

To teach you manners! (hits him) What? you wonder—hey ? 
The gentle forces of our mystic world 

Are strong as the ungentle ; but they serve 

The use, and not the abuse of splendid strength. 
Ill-mannered fool! 


(Zo the Spirit ORcHESTRA). 


Play, friends—and teach these lumps 
Our pleasant lessons! (They play.) 


You'll not play, nor dance 
To flout us thus! and for your Spirit-Queen 
Why, wait say I—for surely we prevail 
And surely she becomes our thing; and you 
Forgotten fragments in a waste of worlds 
Blown through all Time! 
(angrily.) Come, Malgam ! 


(They burst about, scattering the Fays, and laughing, they ‘rush 
up to the plateau, and disperse the Spirit Orchestra, 
ESTERELLE stands firm and still. As they turn (on, the 
plateau, mowing and mocking, he speaks.) 

(with great dignity.) Friends, away ! 

I fight not with these fools. Beside the lake 

That we call Loneliness, but mortals still 

Christen the Eye of the Sea, we’ll hold our music; 

For there the gracious Spirit loves to haunt: 

And there these will not come. Away! 


SPIRIT MARCH. 











Allegro moderato. A 
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(The Musto begins a Fairy March. The Favs go statelily off, 
up on the left. Lurix and Mateam follow pursuing and 
pestering them, till EKstHRELLE suddenly turns, and passes 
at each of them in turn with his sword; light flashes from 
the point and the two Spirits go spinning down the stage, 
and reeling over, fall prone. EXSTERELLE passes off. They 
sit up.) 


MALGAM Fire scare him! 


Lutiy. Foul vapours rust his joints! 
(Los. 7s heard on the right, calling.) 


Los. Hola! hola! 
Lutiy. Who calls? 
Mateam (looking off). "Tis Lob—the very boy o’ mischief. 
Hola! (feebly). 
(Los runs on from the right, a deformed and hideous dwarf sprite). 
Lutiyx. What—Lob? 


Los. What—Lutin? Malgam—boys—good lack! 
Ye look unhappy. 

Mateam. Plague take all the gang! 

Los. Ye’ve had a bout? 

Lutin. Fogs choke ’em. 

Maem. We disturbed 
The puling Spirits, 

Lutin. And he fetched us a box o’ the ear 
Like any levin-bolt. 

Los. Who? 

Lutin That Esterelle— 


That looks as you might puff him over reeds 
To the middle of a bog. My head is singing! 
(Nursing his head sadly.) 
Mateam. I’m deaf o’ this side. (Nursing his head sadly.) 


Lutin (looking up angrily). His insolence shall yet 
Come down a step! Fogs o’ the fen, my head. 
(Nursing tt again.) 
Maueam (rocking). I can’t hear what you say. 
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Luin. Oh! go to earth ! 
. I’m sick. (Los laughs and goes up, listening.) 
Los (overhearing and interrupting). 
Boys—are ye ripe for jesting ? 


Mateam (sadly). Not just now. 
Lutin (intensely). When my head’s better. | 
Los (coming down). Give what heed ye can. 


(They draw close to him.) 
Come next Midsummer Eve—these dainty Sprites 
Meet by that lake the Music Spirit loves, 
Intending there a Parliament of Sound 
To signify their prudent, pretty, priceless, 
Unnecessary, misappropriate, 
Damned, mincing, idiotic loyalty 
And love to her; spirits of flowers, and leaves ; 
And spirits of becks, and falls, and little winds, 
And whispers in the evening; spirits of beams; 
And spirits of shadows soft as thinking hours ; 
All—all that pride themselves that they sustain 
The appropriate being of Nature. 
(EsTERELLE has appeared on the plateau, and rs listening.) 
I propose 
We there collect our fellows—all brave kinds 
That keep the game alive; all spirits of things 
That seethe in Nature and not soothe her—spirits 
Of turbulence, and change, and fermentation, 
Strange waves, dry thunders, earthquakes, avalanches, 
Unlooked-for quick upheavals—all, in brief, 
Of so-called hurt; though Nature has no hurt 
Did they but know !—there will we meet, say I, 
And with our lusty and discordant blares 
Drown out for ever these too dainty dears, 
And rule uproarious in such riotous wise 
That even the sun shall dance!—I’m tired of order— 
We'll change it. 


Lorin. Good! 
MaAtLcam. A bargain ! 


Los. Come then—swear ! 
(He takes a large yellow Iris from his belt like a sword, and holds 
wt out; they lay their hands on the flower. ESTERELLE 
draws by and listens intently.) 
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By reek of fen, by seethe of fire, 

By lust of men and red desire, 

By life in death, by death in life, 

By strife and murder—son of strife— 
By thunder that outshakes the rain, 
And heat that sucks it up again— 

By force that splits and force that binds, 
By ripe ferment of Rebel minds— 

By force that clips and force that parts 
By aching hate of Rebel hearts— 

All that changes—all that chains— 

All that loses, all that gains, 

Each and every strength that makes 
Buildings which it surely breaks— 

All that shatters to repair 

Fair with filth, and filth with fair— 
Swear to disturb! swear, swear, and swear! 


LutTIn. To disturb! 

MAtGam. To disturb ! 

Los. To disturb ! 

ALL. We swear! 


(A distant burst of beautiful music. EstTERELLE laughs lightly. 
They turn, see him and disappear off to the right. He gazes 


after.) 











Ester. Yet would I win even you. Oh, gentle Spirit, 
Who leadeth to agreement—if my art 
Can reconcile these harsh, I shall have served 
Not all un-waged! 


(The Srratr of Music, a beautiful small female spirit, appears 
by him.) 


SPrrit. 


SPIRIT. 
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The purposes we love 
Are wages beyond dream. 
(EsTERELLE turning kneels.) 


But what has fallen ? 
Even now beside the Lake of Loneliness, 
Nursing my plans, upon my solitude 
There burst a nide of spirits, perturbed and angry 
Who told a fond, blurred tale of boorish bugs, 
And harmonies disturbed. 


ESTER (778779). I sent them, Spirit— 


SPIRIT. 


EstER. 


And I can satisfy 


(ViapIMir 7s heard singing sadly, off on the right. The Srrrrr 
turns. ) 


But—who is this, 
That in the lone tops of these ancient hills 
Sings sad far songs ? 


A faithful son of Music, 
Who suffers for his loye—ay, Esterelle 
Of all mortality this is the soul 
That serves us best, and knows our purposes. 
Hast thou no recollection of this lad ? 
He lay within his cradle bathed in light, 


Allezro moderato. 
Sitters a EST, 





That we did shed about him, soothed by sound 
That we did utter, guarded by old love 

That we did yield. Away !—recall our friends 
For I would have them know him! 


Is’t indeed he— 
That Vladimir we sang to when a babe, 
Crowning his world-morn thus ? 


SPprrit. 


Ester. 
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That very mite— 
Now old before his time ; seeing Sorrow ages. 
Yet will he conquer—and with our clean aid! 
I was beside him when his baby eyes 
Looked wonder on the world; beside him I 
When first the false dawn flickered in his brain, 
And brought him light of sorts; beside him yet 
When childhood made enquiry ; still beside him 
When youth burned rapid candles ; and I walk 
In echo to his feet the whiles he paces 
Rough solitary pathway, through a world 
That catches him with brambles. 


Mistress dear— 
This lad is clipped within thy purposes, 
And we will not forget. 


(He disappears. The Svirir withdraws. VUADIMIR enters 
wearily through the pass from up right and drops faintly on 
a small soft bank.) 


Come, death, for I have no more joy of life! 
Where’er I turn my father’s hate prevents ; 
The very homes I entered slam their doors ; 
The very hands I gripped deny me aid ; 

My father’s breath has blasted every good. 
Oh, men, who in our prosperous nothingness 
Rush to our sides; when poor, and pitiable, 
And something to be valued, you refuse 

A casual greeting! I can go no further. 

You world of heedlessness, can you not hear ? 
Will you not open to a wanderer 

Your hospitable gates? At every halt 

My father’s face forbids me: fear of him 
Precludes all entrance ; and remembering ever 
His cruelties and crafts the very mouths 

I once brought fodder to are snapped in hate 
Because I am his son; the woodman’s hut 
Looked threatening, yet, how often, all unknown 
Have I but knocked and been admitted there, 
Bearing my charity in basket !—’tis not far, 
Shall I go back and claim assistance, begging, 
On plea that I did aid ?~ No, Pll not ask 
Payment for such a bill; and yet, I die, 
Unless some door be opened ! 
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(The Svinir appears on the plateau, and as he sings, guides him 
unconsciously to the well, where he drinks.) 


VLADIMIR’S SONG. 
Allegro. 
mp 


Lives there no star on all the darken’d sky? 
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Lives there no star on all the darkened sky ? 
Then would that I may die! 

Hath none a smile to recompense my song? 
Then linger I too long ? 

I cannot live except the sweet stars shine— 
I cannot sing except some smile be mine! 


Dwells there no hope for any so forlorn ? 

To what then was 1 born? 

Trembles no voice to tell of kindness come ? 
Then will I straight go home! 

Bankrupt I turn to seek the common door, 
Since Death alone is kind to one so poor! 


(During the second verse he has knelt and refreshed himself at the 
well, the Svirir blessing him; he rises from his draught with 
sudden energy surprised. ) 


What strong refreshment is in tender song ! 
Why, now was I upon the intent to die ; 
And now am I recalled! [ll not give o’er ; 
If man hear not, then senses more refined, 
Of Beings beyond our ken must catch our prayers, 
And answer with assistance ! 
(He kneels.) 
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Sprrit. 
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Oh, thou Spirit, 
That all my life unseen, unknowable, 
Hast guided and en-hoped—me appellant 
Hear !—let me live, and, starting life anew, 
Without or title or possessions, still 
Contrive that I may never need nor faint, 
So that I help the fainting and bereaved ! 
Hear me, sweet friend of my young contemplation— 
Turn me to uses all harmonious, 
That by my songs I may refresh the world 
Even as they quicken me ! Hear now—and speak— 
For slumber creeps about me, and lays hands 
Upon my drowsing sense ;—speak—speak—for I 
Am called into the dream-land ! 

(He sleeps having climbed above on to the plateau.) 


Vladimir ! 


VAD. (in dream). 


Sprreit. 


VLAD. 


Sprrit. 


VLAD. 


SPrrRit. 


VLAD. 


SPIRIT. 


Who says ? 

Even she whom thou hast called upon ! 
Hast thou so answered ? 

Tis a friend’s great right 
To answer in perplexity. 
Thou’rt weary ! 
Yes, I have suffered. 
Suffered for my sake— 

Who are you ? 


I am the last star on a threatening night, 
And one remaining call within a silence— 
And some have named me Hope. 


SPIRIT MONOLOGUE. 
Andante. 
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I am the soul of the stars, 

And the sound of God in the Trees; 

I tremble in tides 

When the great wind rides 

On the crests of the racing seas ; 

I fill the veins of the air 

And the moving heart of the earth. 

I bring desire— 

In tongues of fire— 

“ Sorrow am I, and mirth, 

And pride, and passion of pride, 

And scorn, and anger of scorn— 

I stir in the blood of the laughing bride, 
And sing to a man new born. 

Lover am I, and loved: 

Dreamer, and doer of deeds— 

I press asunder 

The limbs of the thunder, 

I strengthen the sun’s hot steeds ; 

I am all that there is of life. 

And all the fashion of death, 

All that the soldier hears in strife, 

All that the poet saith ; 

~ I move eternally young, 

For I am the eternal thing— 

I am all the songs that were ever sung, 
And all that are yet to sing ; 
Soul of the soul of all, 

And being of the one strong being, 

I am the everlasting call 

And I the caller whose summonings fall 
Beyond all hearing, beyond all seeing, 
Infinite, infinite and unending, 
Pleading, capturing, still befriending 
Man in his poverty, man in his might— 
Loving, compelling to life and light, 
Onward, onward, out of the night— 
Onward, upward, beyond control— 
Soul and the soul of Soul ! 


(During the conclusion of the song the other Srrrits headed by 
EstERELLE appear behind her. She ceases.) 
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Now—rest your weariness ; for we will watch, 

And wake you when all’s ripe. Sleep—sleep my son ! 
And you, friends, fill him with that opiate rest 

Of music heard in dreams! 


(Vuapimir lies on the plateau his head pillowed on ferns. The 
Sprrit appears by him with EWstERELLE scattering poppies 
on him. The rest sing.) 


THE SONG OF THE SPIRITS. 


CHORUS. 





Love, love, love—and all a world asleep ; 
And all the music of the night 
Resounding dreamy deep ! 

Love—it is a Vision ; 

Sleep you, sleep you on! 

Dream you of the Music sounding, 
When the light is gone! 


Life, life, life—and all a world awake ; 
And all the Music of the Day 

With throstles in the brake! 

Life—it is a Fancy, 

Lasting out a Day 

But the Music sounds for ever— 
Listen—you shall hear it ever, 

Filling all the spaces 

When the Worlds are put away! 
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INTERLUDE. 
Andante tranguzllo. 





CO?’ om 


(The singing Sririts have disappeared after the first verse, and 
the second verse 1s heard at some distance off. The Spirit of 
Music and EstTERELLE alone remain to the end, when they 
are lifted through the air, and fade among the peaks. There 
ws a long interval of changing lights and Music in the 
orchestra, which from the mysterious Spirtt strains, gradually 
blends into Tzigane tunes and the animation of the earlier 
themes. Laughter and noise is heard in the pass upon the 
right, and then ENTER many of the Gypsies, with Zara, 
Prepro and Joun. ZARA and others bear ther musical 
enstruments. They light thecr fires and spread mats.) 


JoHNn (to PepRo). Faith, my pal, I’m fain of journey’s end. Is 
this Heaven ? 


Pepro. Nay, that’s in our neighbour’s garden. This is Sanctuary ; 
our Tzigane Temple; where we serve Nature—and are free from 
Counts. 

Joon. That Count Tivadar’s a hard man? 

Prepro. He and Count Andros are of those that make the world 
wretched. 

Joun. Where does yonder pass lead ? 

Pepro. To the Lakes, the still great Lakes. The Hyes of the Sea. 

Joun. Ihave heard tell of them. What is there? 

Prepro. God’s own waters, and the hush of Paradise. I will 
show you them. 

Joun. We will go to-morrow. 

Pepro (to a young gypsy). Anton! 

Anton. Ay, Koko Pedro? 

Prpro. Where are Miska, Michael, and George ? 
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Anton. They saw horsemen behind us. 

Pepro (sternly). Well. 

Anton. They took some of our fancy chors, and waited. 

Prepro. COursethem! Tis thus we earn ourill name. Can we not 
even steal gently. Curse them! 

Anton. They will be here anon, Koko. 

Prpro. Good chavo—good. I too can wait. 


(Anton turns and rejoins the other Gypstus. PrEpro sits down 
by Joun. Zana, who has been trifling with her guitar, 
suddenly breaks into a melody, and sings.) 





ZARA’S SONG. 


On a morn of summer, a bright bird flew, 
To my little garden where the roses grew— 
Sure he came from the stars—sure he swooped from the sun, 
But he went out of ken when the day was dead and done! 
Oh, my bright bird—my strange bird— 
The garden was a Paradise to me! 
Joun. Why stare you so, Pedro? 
Prepro. I was dreaming. 
Joun. Music makes us dream. 
Prepro. Ay—and remember. She used to sing to me. 
(Joun, laying his hand on PEpDRO’s.) 


Joun. Your Maria ?—Sh! 
(ZARA continues her song.) 


Then the winter deepened and dead leaves lay 

On my little garden that had shown so gay— 
But I wait for my bird, just to hear him ging, 

Just to see all the rainbows aglow upon his wing! 

Oh, my bright bird—my strange bird— 

Come back, and make a Paradise for me! 
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(The conclusion of Zara’s song 1s broken into by shouts, confused 
chatter, the crash of whips, and enter up the pass MisKa, 
MicHAkEL, GEORGE and some other young Gypsixs, bringing 
wn Count Trvapar and Nacuy. The former proud, the 
latter abject.) 


Misxa. Hola, hola! ho-ye-ho! ho! a prize—a prize yo-ho! 

PeEpRo (not seeing the prisoners). Peace, young ass! lessen thy 
braying, for the love of Heaven! What new folly now ? 

Misxa (cracking his whip and making Nacuy jump). A prize—a royal 
head—-by the Lord! a prize—whoop! (Flicks at Nacuy.) 

Pepro. Let our guest be! Ask him thither! 

Miska. Bring ’em along, lads! Whoop! 

Pepro. Bring? ntreat! dye hear. Lntreat our guest toward ! 


(They push them forward as PEpRo turns thus bringing them 
suddenly face to face. Prpro starts, his manner hardens.) 


The Count ! 
Misxa. Ay-Koko—the Count! 


(4A pause—TIvaDAR and PEDRO eye each other defiantly. Nacuy 
creeps behind 'T1vapAR. PrEpRo assumes a noble dignity of 
manner.) 


My lord, you’re welcome! 


Trva. (restraining his anger with difficulty). 
You shall smart for this— 
You filthy vermin! 
(The Gypstes show anger.) 


Pepro (restraining them). Nay, my lord, a truce 
To all such pretty compliments !—’twas you 
That entertained us last! ’tis our turn, now, 
To play the host. The thongs of your keen whips 
Leave recollections not to be wiped out 
By sunny days of wandering; from the slate 
We’ve yet a heavy score to wipe. Con o’er 
Your neck-verse now, my lord, for, sure as Time, 
You die this night! 


Trva. Why—I have heard that said 
So many a time in dreams—and on the field ! 
And in my travels I have looked Death so, 
And snapped my fingers at him. Curse all cowards! 
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Had but my men stood—curse them all, I say— 
More cursed than you! For, vermin though you be, 
You rats can fight; but my poor drop-tailed curs 
Went slinking home—a curse on curs, say I! 


Miska. My faith—they scattered rarely! 


GEORGE. Ay—like rabbits 


When you have flung a stone! 


Miska (flicking Nacuy). Lord, how I laughed! 
How they did run—all but this hero here! 
How now, my hero? (Nacuy skzps.) 


GeorcE (flicking him). ow now? 
MicHazEn (flicking him). _ Whoa—whoa—whoa! 


Prpro. Tie this to yonder tree! (indicating T1vapar). 
We'll draw the lot— 
And let the Steward go! 


Triva. (struggling as they seize him). Hands off—you things! 
Pll swinge your skins for this—let go, I say, 
You scum o’ the hills—let be !—hola—hola! 
What? Is there none of all my pampered dogs 
That flaunts my livery so brave at home 
Will fasten on your legs ?—you venom-bags; 
You’d poison me full early—threatened men 
Have yet a trick of holding on to life ; 
And I’m not dead yet—ah! 
(They tre him to the tree on the right.) 


PEDRO. Remember prayers— 
"Twill not be long! (The Gypsies draw aside.) 


Nacuy (approaching). My lord—mark yonder girl: 
"Twas she I told you of. 


PEDRO (twisting him off ). Here, you away ! 
(The Gyvstes haul Nacny up.) 
We war not with dull matter. Get you home! 
The young Count, as we hear, is wanting there ; 
The old Count—well, he will not trouble you ; 
Get home, and sit upon his lordship’s czhair— 
For none shall say you nay ! 


Nacay. Big 
MisKa (mockingly). You, my lord! 
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Nacuy. My lord—that’s as I dreamed. | (All laugh.) 
Nay, mock not, friends, 
But see me at my Castle! 
Au (mocking). Oh, my lord, 
My lord! 


(Nacuy swaggers out and off, down the pass; all mocking. Muska 
catches him one final smack with his whip. He disappears in 


a hurry.) 
Miska. You see. (Zo Tiv.). We make your testament, 
And care for all your matters ! 
Tiva. Grant one thing— 
Bid yonder girl come hither! 
MiskKa. No! 
Pepro (after a pause). What harm! 


A dead man’s message! Zara! 
(He leaves her with Trvapar and takes MisKa up.) 


Tiva. Hear me, girl, 
Are you of these ? 
ZARA. Why, yes! 
(Zhe Gypstes commence to draw the lots.) 
Tiva. Why no, I say. 


Look in your glass! No gypsy meets you there. 
Zaza. WhatamI then? 


Trva. The daughter of a noble— 
As proud and high as I. 

ZARA. A noble? 

Tiva. 


So— 
Pure Magyar born. You are Count Andros’ daughter! 
Zara. Count Andros is my father? 


TIva. Hear me, now— 
Before I die. 


Zara (vehemently). Oh—but you must not die! 


Trva. That’s as God will. Find out my Vladimir, 
My son rebellious ; tell him that I passed 
Still worthy of our kind; and call him home 
To take up his inheritance. No more! 
The Gypsies turn ! 
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PEDRO (crossing). Now Zara—get you gone— 


TIva. 


PEDRO. 


This is no woman’s game—and you, my Lord, 
Make you your peace ! 


I made my peace with you, 
Old rat, when I did flog you forth from doors— 
And I will answer for all other deeds 
When I am called. Oh—I have made my peace! 
We proud men live at peace because of pride ; 
And rest unmoved when other men do fear— 
That’s all. Some fear—some not fear—and that’s all! 
And who not fears is ever more at peace. 


Have you one atom of peace in your stirred soul ? 


Trva. (with a strange, calm dignity). 


This thought is peace—that when I surely die, 

All ill designs, all blackening thoughts of me, 

All lusts and murders of my thinking whiles, 

Old hatreds, and unspoken amorousness, 

Must go to ground ; and this poor, harmful body 
This hurt of other men, shall spring to stems 

Of wayside-spreading blossoms, and sweet grasses, 
From which the smooth winds carry soothing scents 
In day-dreams to young maids. 


Joun (to PEDRO). This man, I think, 


Had music in him! 


Trva. (suddenly vehement). But— 


Until that common, necessary event, 

I serve my purpose and out-use my time 

In hard fulfilment of the doomed things— 

The hates and destiny and proud victories 

Of all my race—the achieved revenges—ay, 

The great rebellion against God himself 

If He do bar my way—be wise betimes ; 

For, by mine ancestry, I'll bring Hell here, 

And flood you out in tortures damnable, 
Laughing the whiles the whiles you loud rats squeak, 
Even to the deaf, sere devils! loose these bands— 
Or, by Eternity, TIl make you weep 

In bitterness of body—loose, I say, 

Or hole you from my hate ! 
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Pepro (loudly to Gypstes), Ah—hate—hate—hate— 
That old tale to the end! . 
(They advance on 'TIVADAR.) 
(Zhe Sprerr has returned and waked Vuapiatr who stretches and 
half rises, breaking into song at this moment ‘‘ Love 18 the 
Soul of Life.’ All pause, he turns, sees the Gypstus, and 
descends towards them, singing.) 


Allegro. 
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Trva. My stubborn son— 
How sweet his voice sounds! 

PEDRO. Tis the young Count’s self— 
What love lives in his music! 

ZARA (apart). Now, my bird 
Has flown back to the garden ! 

Vuan. (not seeing TIVADAR). Oh—friends all— 


At last I find you! Iam one with you; 
I have no home, no friends, save you are that 
And make my place amongst you !—I was sleeping 
On yonder rock, all wearied with the toil 
Of seeking you, and in tired dream I heard 
A voice call rapid summons—‘‘ Wake—wake—wake ! ” 
And now I woke; and now I find you near 
When least I hope it !—May I join you, sirs? 
I am a wanderer too— 
PEDRO. But Count— 


VLAD. (semply). No, Count ! 
Nothing but Vladimir—just Vladimir ! 
A vagabond on the round of rolling time 
Till the gate opens. 
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PEDRO. ; Nay, but— 


MisxKa (who has set a guard round Tiva so that VLADIMIR cannot see him). 


Pedro—peace ! 
All quarrels are forgotten. Here’s my hand— 
The first to welcome our new brother home ! 
~ We do accept him. 


ALL. Ay! 


Misxa (to VLADIMIR). Forget my folly— 
And call me Brother! 


Vian. (taking his hand). Brother ! 
PeEpro (holding out his hand). Brothers all! 


VuaD. (clasping hands). 
All brothers—and this—sister ! 


(He kisses ZARA’s hand.) 
MiskKa. That is well. 
Now swear the oath. 
PEDRO. Not now! 
MisKa (empressively). Now swear the oath ! 


Swear by these stars, that even now peep out 

On man’s clean path, you will be true to us, 

As to your own; you never will betray, 

Nor ever fail; nor ever disobey ; 

Nor ever turn the gypsy from your door; 

Nor yet refuse him aid! Swear by all faith 

You will be one of us, heart, brain and soul— 
Your life our life, your ways our ways, your death 
Our death—good gypsy—Tzigane true and whole— 
All Tzigane to the end! 


VLAD. All this I swear— 
And so henceforth ’tis written. 

MisxKa. Brother! 

‘Gar Brother ! 


ZARA. My—brother! 
(She kisses his hand.) 
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Vuiap. You o’erwhelm me with your goodness; 
Now am I gypsy-kin, and come new-born 
To follow all my purposes. 


Misxa. And ours. 
Vuap. And yours. 


Misxa. *Tis well. Now we at once begin, 
The vengeance of our tribe lies to your hand 
The condemnation of our hardest foe 
Is passed ; no more’s to say; but all’s to do— 
And that the youngest member, unbaptized, 
Must do for sacrament ! 


PEDRO. Nay! nay! 


Misxa (¢mpertously), Peace, Pedro, 
You have preached once too often. But I claim 
Our ancient custom of the lawless hills ! 
This boy shall take his baptism of blood 
Here—and at once. 


PEDRO. For God’s sake— 

GEORGE. Nay, nay, Pedro. 
"Tis just! 

Pepro. Idoentreat you... 

ALL. Peace—peace! 

Vuab. (i wonder). Sirs— 


What must I do? 


Misxka (placing a knife in his hand, and leading him down). 
Destroy our enemy 
Whilst yet ’tis light! 
VAD. Destroy ! 


Miska. So it is written— 
So have you sworn—our life, your life, our ways, 
Your ways—our death, your death—so have you sworn 


(At a sign from him the GypsrEes open out disclosing TIvADAR 
who turns and faces VuApImtIr. TZne young Count starts, 
and gazes in horror, looking from the knife to his father and 
anon to the Gypsies. There is a tense pause. Then mastering 
himself his manner changes; he assumes a light, reckless 
swagger.) 
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Vuap. Well—and why not? He was unnatural— 
Shall J not be unnatural? Come, Sir Father— 
What say younow? Who holds the winning card ? 
Whose zow the pride of our fierce ancestry 
That never brooked a wrong? Sure, Fate is good; 
And Time completes our circles; see you now— 
Were it not better you had proved more kind 
That I might find some reason for remorse? 
Do you not now repent it ? 


Trva. Viladimir— 
Death at your hands were sweet—for now I die 
Not by a vermin-bite !—and you are noble. 
But think not I repent one word I said, 
One deed I did! Id do it all again, 
And say it over fifty thousand times, 
Were I so circumstanced. You hate me, boy, 
And I hate you; then strike, and watch full closely 
How Magyar nobles die! 


VLAD. (im assumed excitement). Say you repent! 
Trva. Ill not so sell my pride. 


VLAD. But I am proud— 
And I will have you say it! 


GYPSIES. Good lad—good ! 
Vuav. You see, my friends are of my mind! 


Trva. (i wtense scorn). Your friends! 
Come, give me death! I’m wearied of you all— 
You irk me! 


Vuav. You shall say that you repent! 


Trva. Boy—boy—in you our ancient spirit throbs, 
And I thank God to see it—but in me 
’Tis so established, that not all Hell’s own 
Could scour it out! Strike here, and talk no more, 
I long for such an end! 
VAD. (¢mpetuously). Pl not strike yet ! ( Turns.) 
Fill up the goblets—we will have a fling, 
Before we scotch the reptile ! 


(Aut turn excitedly and get wine-skins and cups; they pour out 
wine, MisKxa stands dubious, VLADIMIR claps him wildly on 
the back.) 
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Nay, my brother— 

Fear not my courage! Iam young, and slight; 

But, as he said, in me the Magyar beats, 

And I am one new-born to greater things 

Than ere I did down there! Fill up—I say— 

T’ll sing a Tzigane song that I did learn 

Among another tribe—the light will hold; 

And music makes a sacrifice complete— 

Fill up—fill up—and listen! 

(He goes up, and takes a cup, in a state of seemingly mad excitement, 
which infects all the rest except ZARA, who stands over on the 
left with her guitar, wondering and watching.) 


Misxa (¢o TrvaDaRr). Now, old fox, 
Your day is drawing in; what say you now? 
How like you ¢his for vengeance ? 
(Zo GYPSIES. ) Come—a cup— 
A full one—and a song—and then, to work! 
(Meaningly to TrvaDAR. 
We'll all sleep well to-night. (<Aszde.) Ply him with liquor 
I mind me how I felt, the first time, lads— 
And that was not my father! 
Vian. (flushed and excited). Gypsies all— 
A gypsy’s greeting! 
(Drinks then to certain of them with their instruments.) 
Strike up an’ you love me. 
The tune of ‘‘ Fires alight’! (Crossing to Tivapar wildly.) 
You foolish man! 
Turn you to far old prayers ! 


Trva. Ah—Vladimir. 
Had you but shown such spirit in near times— 
How different things had been! 


VLAD. Ptcha! come, Sirs, come— 
A health to all the Tzigane of the world! 
A health—a health! (Filling again.) 
ALL. Ha, ha. The Tzigane-kin! 
Vuap. ‘The Tzigane kin! . 
TIva. You rats—you mongrels quarry, 


Loose me, I say, and give me but these hands, 
TP’ll show you sport. 
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(Vuapiutr drinks and flings the dregs in Trvapar’s face. All 
applaud. The Mustctans strike up, VuapImMir makes a 
rapid sign to Tiva, who nods, then goes up wildly and after a 
note or two sings—each verse of his song exciting the GYPSIES 
more—he so gains on them that by the end of the song they 
are all enthralled watching, moving with him, absorbed in 
him alone.) 


VLADIMIR’S TZIGANE SONG. 
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When the moon is very sweet 
And the trees are awake to hear— 
Trva. Curse cowards I say ! 


Vuav. Lead the willing little feet 
Of the most most dear— 


Trva. Look not for mercy, when you crawl to me. 
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Vuiapv. By the fountain tell her all 
As the silent vapours fall, 
And the strange night-voices call— 
Love, Tzigane, love ! 


TIvA. Ptscha ! 
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Viav. Love, love, love! 
Tzigane, Tzigane, Tzigane ! 
Love comes once to each in a day; 
But the day dies with the stars 
As they climb the eastern bars— 
Love, Tzigane, love the best you may. 


Trva. L’ll dove you—loose me! 


Vuap. When the gypsy fires are strong 
With the scent of the burning cones. 


Trva. Hell hold the lot of ye! 


TIva. 


VLAD. 


TIva. 


VLAD. 





TIvA. 


VLAD. 


Trva. 
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When the warbler trills his song 
As the night wind drones— 


Ye spawn o’ the fiend ! 


Turn the log and fill the horn 
We shall die as we were born, 
Scorning love and loving scorn. 
Drink, Tzigane, drink— 


Ay—loving scorn! love scorn, I say—and die! 


Drink, drink, drink, 

Tzigane, Tzigane, Tzigane— 
Drink till morn troubles tho sky ; 
Take the time while you are young, 
For the song is quickly sung— 
Drink Tzigane, drink before you die. 


Drink—drink—drink ! 





When the reek-ing inn is full, 


When the reeking inn is full 
And the voices of man and maid, 
Stop the gap of the music’s lull 
Where the feast is laid. 


Fools—who pays the reckoning ? 


Set the fiddles, close the door, 
Range the Czardas, take the floor, 
Be you rich, or be you poor, 
Dance, Tzigane, dance! 


Ay—dance—and dance your merry road to Hell 
Dance! dance! dance ! 
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Allegro moderato. 
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Vuap. Dance, dance, dance! 
Tzigane, Tzigane, Tzigane— 
Dance till Dawn rattles his drum ; 
To the quick cymbala’s sound 
Let the merriment go round 
Dance Tzigane, dance to Kingdom Come! 


(For the last verse he works down to ZARA, seizes her guitar and 
slips the knife into her hand. He goes up and sings, setting 
all the Gypsies dancing furiously round him. ZARa slips 
across and cuts the Count’s bands unseen—gives him back 
his sword—points the way wp the mountain and as TIVADAR 
escapes up to the right, dodges back among the Gypstes who 
are all spinning round with wild erres, maddened by the 
music. ) p 


The Curtatn falls on them dancing. 


Enp oF Act II. 
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AQT, Ti. 


The orchestra commences the prelude; the Music gradually merges into a 
Contest of Sounds and the Curtain Risus, disclosing the Favs, headed 
by EsTERELLE, and the Sprites and Exvss led by Los, Luriy, and 
Matueam, engaged in trying to drown each other's muste on various 
strange struments. The Scene is laid by the great still luke, the 
Eye of the Sea; the water's edge shows on the back at the left, fringed 
with reeds; there ts a rising bank in the centre, and rocky entrances to 
right, wp and away to left along the water’s edge, and down to left 
where a small track runs off down the mountains. The pale blue of 
early dawn ts on all. As the Act proceeds the effects of Sunrise are 
seen, the full Sunlight bursting out atthe end. The contest grows in 
Srerceness, but gets gradually more harmonious until, as the Serrrr of 
Musto appears triumphant at the back, the whole congregation of Spirits 
as playing one grand harmonious hymn. The Music ceases; the Fays 
are exultant; the Sprrres and Exvus exhausted and submissive. 


SPIRIT OF Music (FAys) THEME. 
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(The Srrait speaks.) 


Thought you to drown us ?—You that ever itch 
To alter what is still unalterable— 

When will you learn your folly? You design 
To overcome the harmonies of things— 
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The harmonies of things have overcome 

Even the stubbornest of you; all poor powers 
That still would overturn find at the end 

That even the grossest, harsh-liest-featured sort 
Still serve their place in Nature; all ill sounds, 
All sights unpleasing, are in full accord 

With her devisings; there is never quarrel, 
But all contrived agreeing—go your ways, 

And learn this ere we meet again! away! 


Spirit—we give thee victor ! 


Use us kindly 
As ignorants rebellious ! 
Rich in pardon, 
Spare us some meed of your sweet store in that, 
And turn us conquered to most faithful voices, 
For that’s the winner’s wisdom ! 


Is it so? 


Ay, for our heads and not our hearts went gadding, 
And we would make amends; be ever strong, 
And do the big thing ever! All fulfil 
Their destined ends, not knowing what they do 
When they achieve them; and we filled a place, 
Even when most out. 

Then, friends, we take you truly, 
And truly hold you; you invaded us, 
Intent to break our music with harsh jars 
And braying crashes, but, as must be ever, 
The harmonies prevailed ; and you are parcel 
Of Nature’s minstrelsy. Now, then—for Man! 
And neighbour discords! there will we prevail, 
Even as here, and now at once begin— 
Draw we beyond—let mortals take the stage! 
For here comes one not all harmonious, 
And this must not be stained. » 


Hst—gently, friends! 


(They all steal off, mingling in amity, to soft low muste. 
Then enter Count ANDROS in peasant’s dress.) 


A pause. 
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Anp. Strange—in mine ear at silly intervals 
I caught rare notes of music !—or did fancy 
Lay hold on little winds and dropping leaves, 
To turn them into sounds ? 
(He stands aside and pulls his hat over his eyes as enter Pupro 
From the path down left.) 
PEDRO (raising his cap). 
God save you, friend ! 
AND. (going). And you! 
PEprRo (sharply). 
Nay—speak me well! 
Anp. (curly). God save you, friend! 
PEDRO (preventing). 
Now, by my life, V’ll not have churlishness. 
Off with thy hat, friend— 
(pulling it off). You—Count ?— You ? 
Ay, Andros, 
And at your mercy. (Lays his hand on a sword he wears.) 


PEpRo (hoarsely). What is’t you do here? 
Ann. Iseek my daughter. 
PEDRO. Daughter ? 
Ann. (uncontrolled). You hard man, 
Where have you hid her? 
PEDRO (with dignity). What of ours ? 
AND Of yours? 


Pepro. Our daughters—our dear daughters—bought and sold! 
Ay, tyrannous libertine, what of all those fair 
Whom you so fouled ? 


Andante. 
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Anv. (earnestly). Friend, I have many sins 
For which God judges me even now; but never 
Have I wronged any daughter of your tribe— 
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My pride would stay me did my lust desire ; 
But never yet my passions slipped that way. 
Believe me, I speak truly ; in this place 

A lie would be a folly; I speak true. 

For that my servants stole I do not answer ; 
But here, before yon open face of heaven, 

I swear you wrong me. 


PEDRO. Swear you so? 

AND. I swear— 
Before that coming sun! 

PEDRO. We lost so many. 


Anp. But I still lose a daughter every day, 
And she not comes to me! oh, man—oh, man— 
I need her so—I need her—give her to me— 
That I may die not all unsatisfied 
Of pure, home-garlanding love! 


PEDRO. How can I give her? 


AND. She is with you—the Steward told me that— 
The foolish Steward whom you whipped away— 
He told me—give me her, and when I die 
Pll die a-blessing you! 

PEDRO. I am sorry, Count— 
I cannot give her. 


AND. See—I kneel—even I, 
That never knelt to man 


PEDRO. Count—keep thy knees 
To gather dust before His throne who holds 
Forgiveness in His fingers !—what I say 
Is truth—I cannot give the girl—she is gone. 
She is ours no longer. 


AND. | She—no longer yours? 


Pepro. She left us yestere’en in company 
With Tivadar’s tall son—a gentle lad, 
Much given to dreams—where they may be I know not— 
But if you love her, Count, and she abides 
Within the roomy precincts of these hills, 
Your love must find her—hst !—restore your hat— 
Over your eyes—so—put your sword away— 
Remember that a peasant bears no sword— 
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There—there—behind yon stone !—my gypsies come, 
And they are snuffing blood. 
(Anpros hides his sword and re-covers as the rest of the GYPSIES 
enter up from left.) 
Miska. How now—what news ? 
Has heard one whisper, Koko? . 
PEDRO. Not one whisper. 


MisxKa (pointing to ANDROS). 
Hath he no news ? 


PEDRO. No news. 

MiskKaA. Who is this fellow ? 
Pepro. A man of no account. 

Miska. A softy ? 

PEDRO. Ay— 


One of those left-behinds of village growth, 
Whose brains were early boiled—a daft half-hatched— 





A foolish clod. 
GEORGE. No news? 
MIsKa. What shall we do ? 
Andante 
a a sree tenet come ied 
= 











Prpro. Were it not better, friends, that we forewent 
This quest of vengeance? Seeing, I know not why, 
Desire of peace is on me in this place, 
And sweet forgetting—shall we case our knives 
And, as of old, seeking the simple roads, 
Achieve men’s friendliness ? 
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Miska. And leave the Count 
To muster old hard strength ? 
PEDRO. Do you not feel 
The pleasant breath of pardon ? 
MicHaAzt. On my life 
I have a longing for it. 
GrorcE (looking at MisKa). But—for Zara ? 
Pepro. She was not of us. 
Miska. No? 
PEDRO. No Tzigane drops 
Wandered her veins. * 
Misa. Who was she ? 7 ! 
PEDRO. Andros’ daughter. 


Misxa. Andros, then faith are we well quit of her, 
Being cub to such a wolf! 
(Laughing wildly, and clapping Anpros on the shoulder.) zt 
How now, Sir fool! rape ee ; 
Are you or I the zany—you, who wander 
Following your formless fancies ? or I, Miska, . 
The sport of such a chance? Count Andros’ daughter ! 
That he-fiend’s spawn—the get of such a toad— 
A ghoul—a vampire—ha! my gabbling son, 
Thank God who made you idiot, eased your head 
And armour-clad your heart! thank Him, I say, 
For we who are wise are wretched ! 
(He breaks down to GuorGE and MicHAzEt.) 


Let her go! 
( fiercely) 
No one for me but gypsy !—Miriam ! 
Miriam. Ay? 
Miska. Shall we walk ? 
Miriam (starting off to path right). i 
id Ke I go first. (All laugh.) 
PEDRO. Lad—to it! 
She’ll let you catch her. 
Miska. 7 An I follow—nay, 
I'll be no woman’s jester. 
Pepro (kindly). Love her, lad— 


Were women certain life would lack some light, 
And most o’ the world prove dull! but she so starts— 
So checks at nothings—boggles so at straws— 
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So shies at downballs from a dandelion— 

That make man love she must! a strange surprise— 
Riddle of nature’s make—most welcome still 

Even when most wilful! 


MisxKa. I’m for her! 
(Miriam disappears, Misxa after her.) 
GEORGE. Come lads—on ! 
We'll to our wanderings! (The musie ts heard.) 
JOHN. How peaceful seems 
This natural temple! 
PEDRO. I am glad of this— 


I have seen too much blood. Iam glad of this. 
Micnart. Come lads! 
A sill ZEEE A Meta 
RN eT YR RR 


2 ats 
ee 
(The Grpstxus go off to the right. Anpros looks after them.) 
AND. Are you or I the zany—that’s the riddle 

The whole of life is asking—yet—I’ll find her 
Even if the rocks must be compelled to speak 
And say ‘‘ We felt her shoe ”—‘“ Here trailed her skirt ”— 
And ‘‘ Here her little stumble moved a pebble” — 
Vl find her— 


(He goes out and up to left, avgeenee g his sword. The music 
grows, and enter up from below, left, Vuaptmrrn and Zara, 
lovingly. The light 1s growing ‘and. the music very sweet.) 

Vuav. Tell me my father’s message o’er again ! 
T love to hear you speak—tell anything, 
But chiefly that !—that I would get by heart. 


Zarda. "Twas ‘ Home ’’—just ‘‘ Home ”—+that’s all I can remember. 
Vuap. He did entreat mo home? 














ZARA. He did command— 
To take up your inheritance. 

Vuap. I am glad. 
Now go I forth unburdened. 

ZARA. You go home. 


Vuav. Nay—he not needs me. When he is at rest 
Among our still forbears, I take his place 
Because he did entreat me; but till then 
A vagabond, and your man! 


ZARA. 
VLAD. 


ZARA. 


ZARA. 
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My man? 
Your gypsy— 

Who lives for love of you! ay, Zara—turn not— 
Or if you will not have me for your man 
Send me some errand that hath death in it, 
For you have eaten so into my life 
That I can never find the world the same, 
And I would die whilst you are beautiful! 
Die? 

While the sun is high, and the day is strong, 
And all the blood is free within the veins, 
And all the thoughts sing out! 

You shall not leave me; 

We two have found the path across the hill, 
And I'll not walk alone. And yet—and yet— 
What right have lin you? You who are so exalt 
Above my wasted world—what right have I? 


Andante (con amore.) 


loco. 











VLAD. 


What right ?— 

All that the water forces say to me; 

All that the birds have ever whistled and sung ; 
All that the bending boughs have ever trusted ; 
All that the dripping roofs have ever told 

In nights of rain when love comes weeping alone— 
All merriment of meads that are glad with daisies, 
And joy of gardens that are red with spring— 

All strengths and splendours of this big, kind world 
Are locked within the casket of thy beauty, 

And given me for my trust. 


VLADIMIR’S SONG. 








2 


All that the wa ter for-ces say to me ; 
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Ah, Sweet! 
Your beauty hurts me, and your kindness tears! 
Oh, had I strength, I would away and hide, 
So you should never find me—for such eyes 
Were meant for gods to bear. 


(Zhe Music 7s heard again.) 


And yet, I love you! 
You—who are not my kind—whose tribe still serves 
A bitter recollection of my house! 
You wanderer from old time—what right have I 
To take you to my cage ? 


ZARA. I am no wanderer— 
But proudly born as you—your father said it— 
And laid the charge on me. I am the daughter 
Of old Count Andros. 


VLAD. Andros ? 

ZARA, Ay! he said it; 
And I was never gypsy. 

VAD. Zara ! 

ZARA. Love ! 


Vuav. Old Chance is kinder than we credit. Come! 
Dost hear the music ? 
SPIRIT OF Music THEME. 
Andante. ! . — 


Ee ea oe 




















ZARA. 
VLAD. 


Tv. 


AND. 
Trv. 
AND. 


Trv. 
AND. 


Trv. 


AND. 
Trv. 


Try. 


| = ae 
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Ay! what is it? 
Friends 

Who move unseen in Nature. Come, dear love, - 
It calls us to the lake! Between the rushes 
The little winds will peep and blow their message— 
The little ripples laugh and dance away— 
The little sunbeams twinkle in young sport 
To see two mortal fools along the bank 
Add something to the daylight. Come, love, come, 
Old Chance is very kind! 
(They go out lovingly to the right. The light continues to imerease. 

The music dies in distance. Enter from down left TrvaDaR.) 
Now comes the morning, and the mountain heads 
Wear veils of rosen pink! Now must I home. 
And yet, so peaceful seems it, I could dwell 
Among the eagles gladly, and resign 
The cares of human state to my lost son, 
Did not the old ambition and tough pride 
Compel me hence! 


(Re-enter Anpros from left.) 


Hola! 


Who calls so loud ? [ 
Why, sure I know that figure, strangely garbed 
And strangely hatited ! 


You ? mine enemy ? 
Then have we met. 
Ay, met. ) 
In what a place— 
And under what strange lights! 
Come, Andros, give me 
A reconciling hand, for sure I feel 
A something gentle knocking at me here, - 
And I would say, ‘‘Come in!” 
My hand? 
Ay, that. 9 
Then swear to take the boundary stone away, ss 
And leave the stream between us. | i: 
That’s not just. es. 


Trv. 


Trv. 


Trv. 


Trv. 
AND 


Trv. 
AND 
Trv. 
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Just or not just I do demand that clause 
Ere ever I sign treaty. 

Oh, ’tis nothing 
To speak up here of boundaries to our lands 
That lie so far below; but recollection 
Is frequentin me. You have placed a stone 
Beyond the stream that edges our close fields, 
Filching my innocent acres; and that stone 
You'll swear here to remove! 

I will not do it. 
You'll not ? 


I placed the stone for sign of right, 
And T’ll not do so wrong a wrong as move it— 
"Twas you who pushed your boundary to the stream, 
Shoying my acres out! what’s mine I’ll have— 
I owe my pride so much. 
| And I owe mine 
So much the more that move the stone you shall, 
Or fight the matier full. 
Tam not fighting: 
Fight here and now you shall, or move the stone. 
We'll talk it over on a cup of wine. 
Come with me to my home! 


. (getting to stone and recovering his hidden sword). 


You’ll not abscond 
Without full satisfaction. 
Man—man—heed ! 
IT am not lightly crossed. : 


. (drawing sword). And yet I cross you. 


Now, will you move the stone ? 
Not one small inch— 

Not one ten-thousandth-thousandth part of one! 
I am not frighted by a tinfoil blade, 
Nor swaggered bullying of a mountebank. 
Out—off my path? 

Across me if you can— 
But never by mo! 

You will have it then? 

Ay—to the extreme ! 


(They fight. 'Trvapar ts wounded, and falls. His steel casque 
rolls off.) 


66 


Allegro agitato. 


&c. 





Trv. I have it !—pest on folly— 
I had not tasted food so long !—I have it— 
But had I all my strength you had not won— 
Still—so it is—I have it—and it stands! 
They’il shoulder me away and I do not know— 
They'll jerk my trappings off and I not feel— 

/ And this the end of fighting—to be stuck 
Like any mountain hog here, out of sight 
When battles could not bruise me! 


Ann. (his anger gone). Is’t so bad? 
Try. Bad for my hopes—I’m done ! 


Anp. (stripping off his rough tunic). Lie there—your head 

Upon my tunic—lI will to the lake 

And bring you water. ( picking up TIVADAR’S casque.) 

There—my hate is dead 

Even with the stroke that laid you—cheerly, friend! 

You’ll live to hear a many trumpets sing— 

Good cheer!—I’1ll not be long. (He goes off to left.) 
Try. Ay—water—water ! 

And yet, not all the unfathomable lake 

Might wash my spirit back. Oh, Vladimir— 

Could I but speak you once before I die 

I'd lay great charges on you—Vladimir— 

Come to me, Vladimir! 


(fe-enter VLADIMIR and ZARA, right.) 


CHORUS OF SPIRITS. 
Vig) ie da ~ anit 


(lee ites 


VLAD. Who calls ? 

ZARA, The Count, 
See—there, where he is lying ! 

Trv. (faintly). Vladimir ! 

Vian. Dear father! 

Trv. Ay, ’m done! He caught me fairly, 


Even as we fought. I did not think a man 
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Could play that stroke upon me—but he played it, 
And I must join my forbears. Listen, boy— 
Oh God, how deep he went! 


VLAD. Who, father—who ? 

Trv. Why, Andros. 

VLAD. Andros ? 

ZARA. What—nmy father ? 

Try. (recognising her). Ay. 
Thy father—’twas fair fight between us, girl; 
So hate him not!—he hath gone in search of water, 
So leave me not !—but I was fasting, lad, 

And grew a slug i’ the parry. 

VAD. Is this all ? 

Trv. This is the finish. Listen—Serve our house 
Even nobly—as your way is—and your way 
Is that which you must go! if I was hard 
I am sorry—each must go the way he’s called, 
And you heard different voices. All I ask— 
Saints, how this burns!—all I demand of you 
Is this—that never shall our burnished name 
Be sullied any way—be proud as we all 
Who went before you—keep our old sword bright, 
Our ancient honour clean—and so, good-bye! 

Vuav. ‘Then we are reconciled? 

Trv. I bid you think 
On what our house should be. 

VLAD. We are reconciled ? 

Try. Your ways are not my ways—see that you keep 
The old high road ! 

VLAD. Say, Sir, we are reconciled ! 
Oh father, do not go and leave me thus 
Hungering for your dear friendship, petulant 
As the sea-sorrow of a soul that falls 
In endless questioning on barren shores 
To draw its waves away unsatisfied— 

Spare me that pain—say we are reconciled ! 

Tv. I know not what that is. You are my son— 
Prove worthy of your getting ! 

VLAD. Do not go! 


Believe you are not hurt so sore as that. 
You must not go! 
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Trv. I felt old Death just now 
Breathe lightly on my forehead. I must go, 
And nought can stay me. 


VLAD. Surely love can stay you! 
Trv. Love? What is that? 
VLAD. All that you are to me, 


All I should be to you! I love you, father, 
Though you could never see it; do not go, 

But come and learn how well we three at home 
May play at life as children! 


Trv. (troubled). Iam going 
Where all men go—and I go without fear. 


seers Ee 


Why do you shake my soul with such a word, 


So strange a word as love? (Sinks back.) 
VLAD. How young he looks ! 
Is this God’s childhood on him ? 
ZARA. As on all, 
When the great passage comes. 
Trv. (rousing). Ha, ‘what is love? 
Why have you so disturbed me? 
VLAD. Listen, father— 


You ask what love is, and the Spirits hear, 

And answer with their music! all the place 

Is crammed with love—love sounding—love abundant— 
Harmonious reconcilement—listen! listen! 

Can you not hear it? 


Trv. Hear it ?—now God speaks, 
And I am pleased to die. The numbers flood 
My old dry channels. Listen, Vladimir! 
Do you hear as I hear? 


VLAD. As I have heard, 
When all my mother’s love was cradling me, 
And when my mother’s love cried from the grave, 
Demanding hope of me, and when my days 
Went tunefully to young Time’s musicking, 


Tiv. 


VLAD. 
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And when my stars were hidden, and when the world 
Seemed like a desert over a prison wall, 
And all our house was dark! 


I was afraid 
Afraid of man, and custom, and old ways. 
Forgive me, Vladimir, I was afraid! 
But now such courage comes into my death 
That I can pass forgetting all my sins. 
Come, clasp me closer! Now, by all my pain, 
Your mother beats in you, and I, thrown back, 
Am lapped in love. Prove gloriously her child, 
And all shall go like evening bells with you! 


(He rises in cestacy ; the morning sun comes shining in upon them. 
Anpros enters and draws near to Zara. The singing grows.) 


Hark! can you hear the music? Vladimir, 
IT love you! Vladimir, I love you! hold me, 
I’m slipping out of matters! 


Kiss me, father— 
And wait for me beyond ! 


Try. (kissing him). Among the Sounds— 


Among the Sounds !—sing—sing! let me go out 
To music of your make !—among the Sounds ! 


(He falls back smiling ; the rays of the coming light full on him. 
ZARA kneels. ANDROS uncovers. The Music grows to 
almost painful intensity, as VLADIMIR stands by him, holding 
his hand, rigid, listening, then suddenly bursts into ** Love is 
the Soul of LInfe.”? Zhe Spirits still unseen, sing as the 


Curtain falls.) 


CuHorus & ORCHESTRA. 
Allegro non troppo. 
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; m. Yardley and Pot- 
Rab bing GM) b Foe tdescceheks { side Genta eos } Geo. Gears) eseeeae In MSS 
Home Circuit, Our..............6... T. German Reed ........ 
In Cupid’s Court (3 M.2F.) ........ Malcolm Watson ....+..- A. J. Caldicott:... css ” 
Indian Puzzle (3 M. 2 F.)........... AN Be ie seta ‘ Gilbert T. German Reed...... 9 
Inepector (¢ M.'a Bi) ieee esac ek Adrian’ Ross. sé ts Saves an F. Osmond Carr ...... 5 i ae 
Jealousy, or Tuppins ct Co.(3M.2F.)Malcolm Watson ........Edward Solomon .... 3 9° bo 
Jewel Maiden, The(2M.4F.)...... ME CPGillineton gece acral Florian Pascal.......s 3 0 on 
tJohn and Angelina (2 M. 1 F. Vise one enry. athairioe cs seeecny Lionel] Elliott <2) sess ° +. 
Killieerumper (3 M. 2 F.)............ Malcolm Watson ........ Edward Solomon In MSS. 
Kine, Christinas. ccusetiniee ssa scl ies Re Piancheia cee se ners eau 
Laird es baat terete me ft nee ay } wm. Vardlervacntruise ae bie Lionel Biot€ 7.2.0.8 2 0 o 6 
tLady Laura’s Land (3 M.2F.)...... F. W. Broughton ........ Florian Pascal disc. ene 2°65 %*6"6 
{Lodgings to Let (: M.1F.).......... Adrian Ross CEN ao niakaeeee Louis Kron’: .eeseere 1 6 : 
Many Happy Returns (3 M. 2 F.).. a hibit Sie cal Lionel Benson ........ In MSS 
Matehed and Grete (o Miz FF). 2a Bet Ca Burnarie Soke. sone T. German Reed...... ” 
Melodramania (4 M.2F.) .......... Malcolm Watson ........Walter Slaughter .... ” 
Mildred’s Well @ M. Ss By) eee chee a EGY Barnand case ie eek T. German Reed...... I 
Missing (3 Ma8.) Ae as chibes Somerville Gibney ........ King Hall... scpeeeeoe In MSS. 
+Mr. Fitz W— (3 M. 3 F.).......... yo ae Walter J. C. Bond-Andrews.. 2 6 © 56 
My Aunt’s Seeret (3 M. 2. F.)........ BPC Burman s.) caces ee ee JL. Molloy (aes 
{My Unele, the Ghost (x M. 2 F.) ....Henry Lathair............ Lecocq, &c. .sscemaeee ai 
Naturalist (3) 30. 2B) cen geen vem eke Comyns Carrs senalsnethoes King Hall (0. anaes * x 
Near Relations (5 M. 3 F. or 3 M. 2 F.)Arthur Sketchley ........ T. German Reed...... In MSS 
Nobody’s Fault (3 M.2F.) .......... Arthur awe coun ones Hamilton Clarke...... ” 
No Cards (2 M.2F)......:.ceeceeeees W. S. Gilbert... /.cee.3 T. German Reed...... 2 
Number 204 (2 M. 2 F.).........0.0005 F.C. Burnand............ | en In MSS. 
Old Bureau (4 M.2F.) ......-....... 1 | ae a AE hey ones A. J. Caldicott “toyee In MSS. 
Old Ching (3 Mile Boyer eset es PCy Burnand) aiacst up sas J. L, Molloy aaa ” 
Old Knockles (3 M. 2 F.) ............ Arthurlaws cone Bane A. J. Caldicott... 22:8 a9 as 
Old Lighthouse (2 M.1F.) .......-.. YT. Ci Datkeltl. cont ins. F.C. Haydn Millars.. | 12 MSS. 
tOld: Sarah (3 Moe FF.) sc. thee Harry Greenbank ........ Francois Cellier ...... 2 6 4 
g (As Performed at Savoy Theatre.) 
Once os op pee rtd Eyes Fg 6) We SE Gilbert A’Beckett ........ Vivian Bligh ........ In MSS. 
re Mn Pr) a enna: Reward) arthur LAW aseuneet Sole aot R. Corney Grain...... 
One too Many (4 M. 2 F.)............ Fs Durnandatase, uae of PF. H. Cowen ).ciaaeee Bs ake 
Our Island Home (3 M. 2 F.) ........ W'S, Gilberte.stcte sen tes T. German Reed...... In MSS. 
Our Toys (3M. 3 Fi) voce. e secs es nae Wm. Yardley .......... gir te, Dick and + eee 
4Our ere ey Edition. 3 M. 3 F.) ..Wm. Yardley ............ Wm. Grey..c, ase 5 0 zs, 
yar Ms F rite githins\4 GM. ;t r j of FCS Batman vawaiyane'ass T. German Reed..... . In MSS. 
Walter Park dM. C. . 
Patient ae ae fey WN ; Gillingwon tM: © \ Leo Delibes ......2.4. dia ike 
eggy’s Plot (3 BU i caitte a Seapyease 6 omerville Gibney ........ Walter Slaughter .... I 
Pirate’s Home (3 M. 2 F.)............ Gilbert A’Beckett ........ Vivian Bligh, Pry Mi nex: 
PODS WO DS Vil xh ote sean eee tes Sydney Grundy .......... Edward Solomon 


Possession (5 Mé.2 Bd. scsi eee tees - Walter Browne .......... A. J. Caldicott 


Yor 
Sepa- 
a rately 
AUTHORS. . COMPOSERS. 5. CAL! 
Pu of smoke (: M. x F.). 0.66.65. e0e B. C. Stephenson ........ Angelina ay, <-neidees. 

Pyremmae (2M. x F.) ........c0cceee. Shirley Brooks............ a German Reed...... i; 
Quaker (2M.3F.) «0.0.0... seveeees * Tes cesseeetees i {Hoe Peal oy eo, * e 
utland Barrington an 

tQuid Pro Quo(: M.1F.) ........ re Canniiebass Baden + Wm. Bendall ........ 2 0 
(As Performed at the Comedy Theatre.) 
PENABEED Guise aicn as cecevencuscess Arian! Rose és. tec ceevases Louis Kreymann...... t 6 ia 
Sandford and Merton (4 M.3F.) ..F. C. Burnand............ Alfred Scott Gatty .. In MSS. 
{Sang-azure (2 M. 2 F.)......+..... { eet anh e ar an Basho ig? } Florian PASCal ni sae 20 
tSeecrets of SM 1S A ge paren: Dobsowe oP ees Iuiza Lehmann........ 2 6 -f 
REO TNE. SMe) are's co asise-ies env ess BEA Lia wret eee eae A. J. Caldicatt Tyee 6 rivite 
Hepsi in Teacubs (95° (CHAN HS iy Pals 4 | 
That Dreadful Boy (3 M. 2 F.) ...... Gilbert A’Beckett ........ R. Corney Grain...... 5 
Three Flats (3 M. 2 F.).............. Arthur A’Beckett ........ Edouard Marlois .... 59 
+Three Tenants (3 M.i3 F.)............ Gilbert A’Beckett .......% T. German Reed .... 1 6 Io 
Turquoise Ring (3 M. 2 F.) ........ {eM eeey, and ®- | Lionel Benson ......,. In MSS. 
Too many Cooks (2 M.1 F.).......... Chas. Furtado 0. we/ss05 eo. J. Offenbach ........ 4s 
Treasure Trove (3 M. 2 F.).......... Arthur DAW oie acted oe ee A. J Caldicottstess 2s. a 
Two Foster Brothers (3 M. 2 F.)... Gilbert A’Beckett ........ Alfred Cellier ........ ¥. 
Two Rival Composers ..........+++- Wm. Brough ..........-- T. German Reed...... BS 
Ugly Duckling (3 M.2F.) .......... R. Corney Grain.......... R. Corney Grain...... a 
Usual Remedy 2 Nisa Bo) ess: « ..Chance Newton .........- ‘ 
NU AS oko ced escsnases Walter Frith ; .........4. Mend Fig 4. diesen: aS Ss 
Very Catching (3M.2F.) .......... BaGuburmands dee wencas J. Le Molloy) i5: ; In MSS. 
Wanted an Heir (3 M.2F.) ........ Malcolm Watson........-- A. J. Caldicott ...... 3 
{Waterman (3 M.2F.) .......0...-.. Ga tiibdite ssh penpsae i Risg ees pied SEC ke 
Wedding Guest (2 M.1F.) .......... M. C. Gillington....... vce kE, Schubert s...7 iad. 2's % Geen a) 
+Weather or No(1 M.1F.) .......... Adrian Ross & W. Beach..Luard Selby.......... 2) OE Ole O 
(As Performed at Savoy Theatre.) 
Wicked Duke (3 M. 3. F.) ............ Gilbert A’Beckett ........ T. German Reed .... In MSS. 


Those marked thus ({) contain Vocal Score and Dialogue complete in one book. 
Those marked thus (t+) Band Parts may be had. 
The Right of Representation to all the above Works is Reserved. 
N.B.-—Persons are cautioned against performing any of either of the foregoing works or any portions thereof 
without first obtaining a written permission from the proprietors, JOSEPH WILLtams, LIMITED. 


Ohe Latest List of Operas & Musical Pieces 





IN MORE THAN ONE ACT. Vocal Piano 
Score, Score, 
net. net. 
AUTHORS. COMPOSERS. Ssh Cel Sal. 
7Billee Taylor .............0« BAA E ietORODS bark nd bak as owe ee Ed. Solomon, ...... a PO Wik Na 
SUM oc tin ee didc eoipactiseeees Re REECE: arcu iceietiat sae ainys Linde: Riles iT aivestse 6 ~ 
+Billet de Logement, Le ....H.S. Leigh and R. Reece ...... Léon Vasseur. .....- In MSS. 
{Black Squire, The .......... Tdiegk sOCED Mens Sees othe ann ote Florian Pascal. .... 6 0 — 
Captain of the Guard ...... Harry Paulton and others ..... Geos oxins vie pies In MSS. 
tChatelaine, The ............ WeALOE PASS as an kanes ccc Mana ae Florian Pascal...... 7 6 — 
TClaude Duval .............. Bigs Be SLeONeN Se we've s erated sinks sie Ed. Solomon........ G40 _ 
tCloches de Corneville, Les..R. Reece and H. B. Farnie...... R. Planquette ...... Pen Gonyae G 
*Croix de l’Alcade, La........ H.S. Leigh and A. C. MackenzieH. Perry .......... In MSS. 
iy ymbia Wes ae . : res athe ass PES PAteaina ts wicisuaus « gulko s sec Plotian’ Pastal: s/s ses 6 0 = 
ag racle ranslate 
by H. M. Imbert-Terry.) siaecaraiais'a peo hte eSph ae aba neha ORM Lecdeqan sn: . In MSS. 
Don César de Bazan ...... H.S. Sie and David Christie | > v4 sceened eles us Pe 
Donna Juanita.............. 16 Pappa Say Ua aS A SA ein 8 F. Von Suppé ...... Io oO — 
Dunmow Flitch, The...... {David Christi ‘Murray and \ Forian Pascal...... In MSS. 
UAPURER TASES, i555 areas ais ishicie 5:6:p'p@« C. Bellamy at Ter autores as LS Jakobowski.......5 0 2 6 
ERIN a's nd pins 9.6 vie 090.0 Adrian Raae ...cs ofhs desta ae de'en F. Osmond Carr....6 0 3.0 
Great ph aps ONG wd aisle nts HS eet Peds bosses hoch a Chas; Detocgs.vee. sO On ng. 6 
Gipsy Gabriel .............. W. boas and Wm. Hogarth ....Florian Pascal...... 6 ars, io 
Harold (Grand Opera) ........ Sid. Dialethe. e eats e feaaaie as Polls Cowentia.sacs100 00 a 
Mis Excellency .............. WW yc Reeth dy os cdabiaras ects ce F. Osmond Carr ....6 0 3 0 
BURM ICGEY 35 cinco oie 9:0.0 2260 '~ F. C. Burnand and R. C. LehmannSir A. C. Mackenzie. 6 0 3 o 
BTR IWT EN 6 aos oc teesasonss cans Adrian Ross and Jas. Leader ....F. Osmond Carr.... 5 o — 
ROMEO YESS Vial 3) o/h esn lv aly'blg we.t-a-oie, 8 H. Meilhac and L. Halevy...... Chas, Lecocg, ss. sa In MSS. 


Jolie Persane, La .........-. H. S. Leigh and R. Reece ..... » Chas,’ Lecocq: |.’ s/s. Fy! 


Vocal Libretto 
Score. only. 


AUTHORS. COMPOSERS, Se Be- Gand 
wi tak Meyer vas ois om he 
H. P. Stephens an m. } Arthur Cecil...... 
Little Jack Sheppard eocvee Yardley P Hamilton Clarke. ‘ } 20 Io 
Florian Pascal.... 
Lord Bateman ..........-.-- He PP. Brephens ar iactase scenes Ed. Solomon ...... 6.16 — 
BAFOTtO cates eceaeee Ps Baits Me! Bos i-d o RA re ey Ree a es J. Offenbach. viecpan 6 0 — 
Magic Ring, The..........-- VA PETIT SESRW! Shik Wuicte evots miele: ain te cies f . Albeniz 2.) aomcess ty ae Sh SU 
Maiden Queen, The .......-. Robert. Buchanan \..\...0.. e600 »Florian Pascal.’...s In MSS. 
Morocco Bound............-- A. Branscombe & Adrian Ross ..F. Osmond Carr .... 6 0 3 ‘0 
Mountain Sylph, The ...... Thackeray, |) le.'sck ses Rew ave'lly mes J. ‘Barnett sd: G2 seeues 5 o — 
IY CG es ce ec enilcilerteese J. T. Tanner and Adrian Ross ..F. Osmond Carr....6 0 3 0 
{Mynheer Jan .............. Mostyn Tedde and Harry PaultonEd. Jakobowski.... 5 0 3 0 
Naval Cadets, The.......... Fe By Pariies cies oe es pokes daee's R. Genée: |) jsaseueee 6g Ne 4G 
Nectarine tiNs ceeekes staies en ce PEL PUETSOG Corweteie ve ie b aihimre ele we sath R. Planquette ......6 0 — 
Petite Mademoiselle, La....H.S. Leigh and R. Reece ...... Chas. Letocd iss ess 8) a aie 
Sally, or Boatswain’s Mate Ed. Riss htois elie bala eee wisie'ss eales Florian Pascal...... In MSS. 
Penvunne, ius uccauue ens aye Srath Lockray and\ » paladilhe........6 0 — 
Tribut de Zamora, Le ...... A. D’Ennery and J. Brésil ...... Chas. Gounod’, \....16 Jou me 
tTra lala Tosca .............. BUC) Birnatides steers oe hwee ey as Florian Pascal...... es —_ 
Vicar of Bray, The.......... SYAUCY AGTUNGY, sais wats ssc aacewte Ed. Solomon ...... 5G" 2.46 
tVicar of Wide=-a- Wakefield ii. rs Saphenk & Wm. Yardley.. Florian Pascal...... to = 


MISGELLUANEOUS OPEREMIAS 


FOR TREBLE VOICES. 


Beauty and the Beast .............. L. and L. W. White ... 5... se M. L. White. <2... 3.8 ee 
Berties Uiial eye ye eh Arthur) Pemple wee! 0h 0.5 ae eves J. B. Waldeck .<.... In MSS. 
Bo Peep and Boy Blue.............. Clifton Bingbam eae ie kee cuhlaes Florian Pascal si id... 2 <6) ag 

{Cock Robin and Jenny Wren ...... MC) Gilbustom suc. cae ee woes Florian Pascal....+» 2 0 o 6 

(As performed at Royalty and Vaudeville Theatres). 

PIPOLIGONE Msave teh exe acetone vowel eta s Chitont Bmehan.... tec cee ee Florian Pascal...... ENG) Sor ae 
SERCO TION 6.4. 15 oh a's denis ach debe barns Bi Dig heibams 4 8, teu toate Odoardo Barri...... 2 6 o 6 
Fair Maids of February............ Mi GC) Gilinston css c4e hecine te cat R. Walthew........ 1 6 _ 
Florette, or Goose Girl, The........ A SUC 6 sewer tecdvarscnwant Agnes Bartlett...... 4 0 I 0 

Ororten Heart, The, or ‘The Snow My Ce Gilingtonios sates cle vbiraee Mary Carmichael .. 3 0 o 6 
Girton Girl, The .................... Mrs. Catherine Adams .......... A: J. Caldicott:.sc<si% GmeronnG 
Jewel Maiden, The(/apanese Operetta)M. C. Gillington..........+.+..- Florian Paseal since 306 VYEciG 
Knave of Hearts, WS a eos houses or WearVardley 0G 02075 cae om pains Lionel Elliott ......2 0 o 6 
Aaa heal oes ue see ih Pi Abed Ted Oy Gathert 5 .e'k oeu ete tae EK. O, Gilbert ...... Ce GAB SRR 

aid an e Blackbird, or Sin “1: 

a Song of Sixpence ........... “i }M. CiGailareton tee Ass s3 aoereties Ed. Solomon........ 2 66) cants 
Masque of May, A .................. Ditto Lionel Elliott ...... t @ yond 
Marsh King’s Daughter The ...... Ditto Angelo Mascheroni.. 2 6 oa 

IM OUR GS cee origisicle via winter leate ae eidiele eras wales Moe letch er Faas aoe actos dn y'eer E. B. Farmer ....0 4 Cer 16 

tOld King Cole and Good Queen ColeW. Younge .................. Florian Pascal...... 4 VOUo iG 

(As performed at Royalty and Vaudeville Theatres). 

{Our Toys, or our Doll’s House...... ina. Wisrdllew eden ite) ice ola payee: Dick and 6 © 6 

{Pied Piper, or Rat-catcher of founded on Browning’s Poem 
Hamelin t by A. O’D. Bartholeyns }J ohn Farmer....++.. 2.0 De 
Return of the Fairies .............. We Comeryicosea veri w ick ewe ck Arthur Richards....3 0 o 6 
WAINOTHET SIN Codie ob crea ws a otaaeeeY Lincy Witlerts Uo Ccagen kas Virginia Wintle .... 1 6 o 6 
Worn-out Shoes, The.............. A. O’D. Bartholeyns .(......6... WaddingtonCooke.. 2 a o 6 

Band parts may be had to those marked thus (t) \ 
N.B.—The Right of Representation to all the above Works is Reserved. 
PLAYS (without Vocal Numbers). 
AUTHOR. 

Before the Dawn (2 M. 2 F.) (Incidental Music, 2/6 net).......... Henry Byatt °.sss< ese net o 6 

Lady Barbara’s Birthday (4 M. 3 F.) A Comedietta.............. Mrs. A, E. Barket )...5) aa eee 

Lazinella ; or, The Enchanted Princess. A Fairy Extravaganza... L. Blanchard . i ae 

Red Riding Hood. A Rhymed Play, in One Act... .. 6.0. c cece eee William Vardley,”...4.% ‘he ee 

RORMIGCE ii PA Caramels Ce ies Aa we ona Wine ao ala Mamta bah awh eae ea Mrs, Henry Mackarness ,, o 4 
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